ENTERT 


WARM-WEATHER FASHION-COOL AND DARK 
COMPACT CARS FOR THE URBAN MAN BB 


FESTIVAL IN CANNES 


WINTHROP’S BRIGHT IDEA 


NYBUC 


WASH 'N WEARABLE NYLON SUEDE! 


A new kind of suede... cleans color- 
bright with a foamy brush-wash ... repels 
soil and dirt. Colors for every mood... 
Fireball, Loden Green, Burnt Brown, 
Greyhorn, Canyon Black, Cinnamon... 
in plain toe or slip-on”. $8.95 


*Slip-on in first four colors only! 


Also Winthrop Jrs. for boys 


DIVISION, INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY, ST. LOUIS, MISSOURI - FOR THE NAME OF YOUR NEAREST DEALER, WRITE DEPARTMENT W-1T 


CLARKE (seated, right) 
and friends 


ARTITUR €. CLARKE is an amiable, pleas. 
antly schizoid Englishman: one side of 
him writes strictly factual 
hooks on 
rocketry: the 
nly i 


mboy. 


ot seowaGls Relea aareee tea 
gg his two professional personali- 
tes by writing J Remember Babylon, a 
, disturbing piece in which 
and fiction are inextricably mingled. I¢ 
is told in the fist person singular by a 
man med Arthur C. Clarke. It takes 
place in Ceylon, where Clarke lives. In 
the piece. a married couple named Mike 
and Liz make an appearance —you can 
see the I Mike and Liz (their real 
names) in the company of author Clarke 
on this page, in a photo that shows 
them downing drinks at Mount Lavinia, 


where part of I Remember Babylon 
takes phice. We call Clarke's piece “fie- 
tion,” though y be only am 

of time — and 


becomes disastrous [i 
But lest you grow somber, be assured 
that some wildly witty wor 


to delight you. Herbert Gold’s light 
Trouble in Makeoutsville, which 
gels this issue off to a fine start, is 


MARIO 


PLAY BILL 


one example; Larry Siegel's Six Media 
m Search of a Dane, a spoof of Hamlet 
modem dress, is another. Sitire by 
1 was a staple ingredient of Harvey 
Kurtman's short-lived satire periodical, 
Humbug: pcaysoy readers will 
member Lar S 
on Lenny Bruce, the New York club Up- 
stairs at the Downstairs, and the more 
recent Gonmuter Special (raynoy, 
December 1959). Thal May December 
Madness, an article on the nymphet fad. 
picks plenty of smiles, too, which is not 
surprising because it's written by Ivor 
Williams, the chap who gave us the fa- 
mous, controversial article, The Pious 
Pornographers (rLAyboy, October 1957; 
The Permanent Playboy) 
The Life of Spice is this month's arti- 
cle by rt 's Food and Drink Ed 
ario. It is a handy, thoroug! 
going and eminently readable guide to 
the Sparking up of bachelor menus 
through the use of spices, herbs and 
condiments. Tom Mario has been in 
charge of our Food and Drink Depart- 
ment since carly in our first year of 
publication, writing exclusively for 
PLayBoy and contributing on an aver 
age of one article per issue. Son of 
French actress go lawyer, 


om endured only a half year of coll 
before quietly leaving to enter the won- 
derful world of gourmandise, beginin: 
the légumier of a New York hotel and 
rising through the ranks to sous che! 
then’ chef de cuisine, lly to 
executive chef and stew : 
men’s club. A direet result of that pos 


tion was i witty book, The Face in the 
Aspic (Simon «ind. Schuster, 1944), sub- 
Uided "Tales of Club Life Among the 


Overfed.” Right now — in between the 
writing of his highly popular articles — 
‘om is busy putting together a posh 
food and drink book for rLaynoy. With 
luck, it should be ready before the y 
is ov 

Heartstrings will wang and eyeballs 
glisten. as Charles Beaumont tunes. in 
yesterday with his reminiscences of Jack 
Armstrong, Little Orphan Annie, Vhe 
Shadow and other dear departed friend 
in Requiem for Radio. L nd Webb 
observes Mother's Day in a rather w 
ususl manner via his story of that titl 
In The New Town Car, Ken Purdy tells 
of the latest compact urban autos, And, 
adding a gala Riviera touch to this May 
PLaynoy. the Cannes Film Festival is 
covered in ten scintillating pages of 
words and. pictures, 


It’s great to take chances 


but not on your bourbon 


Walker’s DeLuxe is aged in 

charred-oak casks for eight 4 @D C Zh S 
long years, twice as long as . s 40 JUNE 4 
many other bourbons. Its extra 4 mn a ine 
years make it extra mellow. 


STRAIGHT BOURBOK WHISKEY » B YEARS OLD ~ 6.8 PROOF « HIRAM WALKER & SOHS SHC, PEORIA, ILLINOIS 


8 


years old 


DEAR PLAYBOY 


FEB avpress pravsoy MAGAZINE + 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 


JEEVES 
I have been, for some 

devoted and much-pleased reader of 
your magazine, and can no longer dis- 
miss the feeling of obligation which 
drives me to pay you an honest and 
long overdue compliment on the con- 
tinuous fine quality of your publication. 
Tam quite sure that many thousands of 
readers will join with me in praising 
that excellent novel by P. G. Wodehouse, 
How Right You Ave, Jeeves! 

David Peterson 

Palatine, Mlinois 


time now, 2 


For a long time I have read PLaynoy 
with interest and attention but never, 
until now, have I been inclined to com- 
ment on its contents. The novel, How 
Right You Are, Jeeves! by P. G. Wode- 
house, in your February 1960 issue, was 
superb. In my estimation, it was worth 
the price of the entire issue — and more. 
Mr. Wodehouse is able to combine the 

idiculous with the 
reality so ay to. are: ions that 
are hilarious and stimulating. It is obvi- 
ous that he is extremely educated, yer 
has not let his learning interfere with 
his sense of humor. You may be sure 
that I will add the hard-cover edition 
to my library. 


proper touch of 


ie situ: 


M, E. Leadbetter 
Tucson, Arizona 


hit nove! T have been pri 
in many a moon: P. G 
How Right You 


The best b 


Wodehouse 
Jecvest 


Are, 


Larry Anduss 
Oklahoma 


Thaye just finished reading How Right 
You Are, Jeeves! and 1 must say it is 
the most enjoyable story 1 have read in 
PLAYBOY to date, 

Bill Ruffner 
Memphis, Tennessee 


I regret to inform you that I enjoyed 
very much Mr. Wodchouse’s novel, How 
Right You Are, Jeeves! Why the regret? 
in the hospital at the 


Because 1 was 


time, recovering from chest surgery, and 
as I} read, | laughed harder and harder, 
causing my operation to come apart at 
the seams, That issue of pLaynoy should 
not be read by anyone who has recently 
undergone such surgery 

G. W. Hughart 

Alhambra, Galiforn 


GUIDED MUSCLES 
In the February Playboy After Hours, 


Kent Kolar 
Hiram, Ohio 


Who 


ie 
muscle 


Who needs pers??e! 
needs an optimistic, constructiv 
proach to health and general 
tone? I suggest you ur 

Will 
Baltimore, Mary 


nd 


Jayne Mansfield, whom you obviously 
admire, must feel a for weight 
Her husband didn't get those 
by sipping martinis at his home 
dl fiddling with his hi-fi set! 
Bill O'Donnell 
Norfolk, Virginia 


need 


lifters. 
muscles 
bar a 


So now it’s “Who needs weight lift 
crs," is it? Who needs rLavnoy? 

James H. Cayle 

St. Louis, Missouri 


Who needs letters from weight lifters? 


THE BUST OF MANSFIELD 
Your February Mansfield feature was 
indeed The Best. 
G. Mathis Sleeper 
Mount Holly, New Jersey 


Please, no more Mansfield. Iv’s too 
difficult getting the eyes back in the 
sockets. 


Art Blair 
Dedham, Massachusetts 


PLaynoy has long been a leading ex- 
ponent of fine writing, art and photog: 
raphy. However, you have reversed your 
forward approach by picturing Mickey 
Hargitay’s missus in the same issue with 


PUBLISHIKG CO. INC. SUBSCRIPTIONS: Ih HEU, 5 
IREE TEAMS, $11 FOR TWO TEARS. $6 FOR ORE YEAR. 


ELEEWHERE ADD $3 PER YEAR FOR FOREIGN POSTAGE. ALLOW 0 


SENE BOTH OLD AND KEW ADDRESSES AND ALLOW 30 cAYS 


MY SIN 


---@ most 


provocative perfume ! 


LANVIN 


the best Fars has to offer 


PLAYBOY 


Cee ep) Sear “Shar ies ar 


world’s fastest 
natural 


tan! 


GET 


BOBBY DARIN’S 


NEWEST 45 POP RECORD 
“SHE'S TANFASTIC!” 


A) N 
with Bobby's “Moment of Lov 
Send 50¢ for each record, 
with your name and addres: 
Tanfestic, Box 4A, Hollywood, California 
(Offer expires December 31, 1960. Void where 
taxed, prohibited, or otherwise restricted.) 


FAST 


Want a honey of a tan in a hurry? 


There’s only one lotion with a tanning booster 


that gives you a faster, natural tan... 


and no burning or peeling. 
It’s Tanfastic! 


(And what better way for your playmate 
to show off her Tanfastic tan than in the 


swimsuit above—“Tanfastic’” by White Stag!) 


creamy white 
available everywhere in 
handy tubes or 

plastic squeeze botiles 


4, ERROLL GARNER — Concert 
by the Sea, Erroll plays il 
Remember “April. Teach Me 
‘Tonight, Exroli's Theme, 
Mambo Carmel, plus others 


2. ERROLL GARNER — Solite- 
Gly. You'd Be So Nice ‘To 
Come Home To; T Surrender. 
Dear; If 1 Hod You; ete, 


3. J. J. JOHNSON AND KAl 
WINDING — Jay & Kai plus 6. 
Peanut Vendor. ‘The Conti= 
ental, Been’ shine, Nghe 
in ‘Tunisia, 8 others. 


4. JOE WILDER QUARTET — 
Jarz from “Peter Gunn. A 
Quiet Glass, Not from Dixte, 
Baer and wreezy, 7 more 


S, DAVE BRUDECK QUARTET— 
At Newport, 1958. Jump for 
Soy, The Duke, C Jam Elves, 
Perdido, Plamingo, etc. 


6. DAVE BRUBECK QUARTET 
jazz Goes to College. O 

of Nowhere, Take the 

‘Train, Balcony Rock, The 

Song ie You, Le Sout, 

7. LESTER YOUNG — “The 

President” Plays. with the 


Oscar Peterson Tile, Ad Lis 
Blues, Tea for Two, 6 others 


8. EDDIE CONDON—The Roar- 
ing Twenties. Eédie and the 


‘Wolverine Biues, 
Minor Drag, plus 8 others 


9. AHMAD JAMAL TRIO. Love 
for Sele, Perfidia, Rica Pul- 
pa, Donkey Serenade, AW 
turn Leaves, 5 others, 


10. LIONEL HAMPTON —Gold- 
en Vibes. My Prayer, My 
Punny Veientine, But Beau- 
{HU Satin Doll, 8 more 


11, LIONEL HAMPTON —Apotlo 
Hall Concert, 1954. “Fam 
plays How Zilgh the Moon, 
Stardust, Lover Man. Mld- 
night Sun, 4 others, 


12. TEDDY WILSON & HIS 
TRIO — “Gypsy in Jazz. 
Everything's Coming Up 
‘Roses, Torether Wherever We 
Go, Some People, 3 others 


13, TURK MURPHY—When the 
Saints Go Marching In. Roll 
Sordun, Roll; Down in dungle 
‘Town; Evolution Mama; ete. 


14. COUNT BASIE — One O”- 
Glock Jump. Mutton-Leg 
Beaver Junction, I'm Con- 
fessin'. Patience and Forti- 
tude, TAin't Got Nobody. etc. 


JSAZZ, by the greatest jazz 


15. COUNT BASIE — April in 
Paris, Sweety Cakes, Shiny 
Stockings. Corner Pocket, 
‘Mambo Inn, Midgets, § more 


16. BENNY GOODMAN — The 
Great Benny Goodman. Let's 
Dance; King Porter Stomp, 
Avalon, Sing, Sing, Sing; etc 


17, ELLA FITZGERALD Cersh- 
win Song Book, Vol. 1. But 
Not For Me, Clap Yo" Hands, 
Pascinatin’ Rhythm, Love 1s 
Flere to Stay, plus 8imore. 


DAVE BRUBECK 


‘22. SARAH VAUGHAN — After 
Hours. Street of Dreams, 
You're Mine, You: Black 
Coffee; Deep Purple; 8 more 


73, BILLIE HOLIDAY — Lady 
Day. Mics Brown to You, 
Billie's Blues: Me, Myself 
and I; Rasy Living) 9 more 


2a. RESSIE SMITH — The 
Bessie Smith Story, Vol. 
With Louls Armetrong. ‘st 
Louls Blues, Jailhouse Blues, 
Down-Hearied Dives, 9 more 


COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB 


invites you to accept 


ANY 5S 


of these high-fidelity 12’ 


long-playing 


JAZZ RECORDS 


FOR $ 
ONLY 


RETAIL VALUE 
$19.90 


If you join the Club now—and agree to purchase 
‘as few as 5 selections from the more than 200 
to be offered during the coming 12 months 


18. ELLA FITZGERALD — at 
the Opera House. cooay 
Goody, TI Wind, Moonlight 
in Verinont, 5 others 


413. GENE KRUPA — Drummer 
Man. Drum Boosie, Let Me 
Off Uptown, Slow Down 
Boogle Blues, 9 others 


20. GERRY MULLIGAN QUAR- 
Ter — What is There to Say? 
dust in Time, Blueport, As 
Catch Can, 5more 


21. TOMNY & JIMMY DORSEY 


Sentimental & Swinging. 
Ruby; Sweet Sue, Just You; 
Dixlelané Mambo: 9 more 


JAZZ HAS COME OF ACE... . from 
‘Camegie Hall to the Hollywood Bowl, 
jazz, concerts vie in popularity with 
traditional performances of sym- 
phonies and Concertos. Music lovers 
the world over know that good jazz is 
great music. » and deserves a place 


You may accept the monthly selec- 
tion for your Division... take any oF 
the wide variety of records offered 


or take ND record 


Your only obligation as a member is 
to purchase five selections from the 


25. MAHALIA JACKSON—New- 
port 1958. 1" On my Wey, 
Walk Over God's Heaven, 
Didn't 1 Hain, 9 others 


28. MILES BAVIS—Porgy and 
Bess. It Ain't Necessarily So; 
Bess, You 1s My Woman 
Now; Summertime; 10 others 


27. MILES DAVIS — ‘Round 
‘About Midnight. All of You, 
Bye Bye Blackbird. Desr Old 
Stockholm, Ah-Leu-Cha, etc. 


28. BIX BEIDERBECKE — The 
Bix Beiderbecke Story, Vol. I. 


‘ThouSvwell, Louisiana, Sotry, 
‘Goose Pimples, 8 more 


iF 
BENNY 
GOODMAN 


28_ DUKE ELLINGTON — Indi- 
£05. Solltude, Where or 
When, Mood tndlgo. Prelude 
toa Kiss, Willow Weep for 
Me, Tenderly. plus3 mere 


30. DUKE ELLINGTON — At 
Hewport. Blues to Be There, 
Festival Junction, Newport 
Up, Jeep's Blues, etc. 

31. THE JAZZ MESSENGERS — 
Drum Suite. with the Art 


Mica's Tempo, Cubano Chant, 
dust for Marty, etc. 


32, LOUIS ARMSTRONG —The 
Louis Armstrong Story, Vol. 
(tchmo" and his Hot 
ive play Muskrat Hamb! 
‘The Last Time, 10 more 


33. LOUIS ARNSTRONG—Am- 
Dassador Satch. The All- 
Stars play Dardanelia. AN of 
Me, Tiger Rag. plus Tothers 


34, MICHEL LEGRAND — Le 
grand Jazz. Jitterbug waltz, 
In a Mist, Night in Tunisia, 
Wild Men Diues, 7 others 


35, THE SOUND OF JAZZ, 8 
great numbers by Red Allen, 
Bille Flollday, Count Basie, 
‘dimmy Gulffre and others 


36. THE JAZZ MAKERS. An 
even doven nits by 12 great 
stars: Armstrong, Basle, 
Henderson, Ellingtoi, Good= 
man, Prima, Gillespie, etc. 


37. JOHNNY MATHIS. Jonmny 
Sings trelve top tunes: Easy 
to Love, Babalu, Star Eyes, 
Street of Dreams, etc 


38. JOHNNY MATHIS — Dpen 
Fire, Two Guitars. with gut 
tarlsts AL Calola’ and “Tony 
Mottola. Embrnceable Yau. 
An Open Pire, I'll Be Seeing 
You, Tenderly. 8 more 


39. FRANK SINATRA — The 
Broadway Ki 
tunes: Lost in the Stare, 
‘They Say It's Wonderful, ‘The 
Girl That I Mary, ote. 


40. THE HELO'S — And AMI 
‘That Jazz. Lady in Red. Fas- 
dinatin® Funythe, Small Fry, 
Summer Sketch, 8 more 


41. ART VAN DAMME QUINTET 
= Manhattan Time. steta by 
Starlight, Temptation Rag, I 
‘Saw Stars, plus @ others 

42. ROY HAMILTON — You't 
Never Walk Alone. 1 Eclieve, 
fT Loved You, Ebb Tide 
Unchained Melody, & more 


kK. 12 top show & 


’ 


stars of all time! 


TOMMY AND 
JIMMY DORSEY 


—-_ SEND NO NONEY — Nail coupon to receive 5 jazz records for $1.97 jy 
I covumpia RECORD CLUB, Dept. 213.2 


im every well-rounded record library. 
To introduce you to the money-saving 
music program of the Columbia Record 
Club, vie now offer you ANY 5 of these 
great jazz records for only $1.97! 
TO RECEIVE 5 JAZZ RECORDS FOR ONLY 
$1.37 — mail the coupon now. Be sure 
to indicate which one of the Club's 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month 
the Club's staff of music experts se- 
ects outstanding recordings for all 
four Divisions. Thoso selections are. 
descrited in the Club Magazine, which 
you receive free each month. 


more than 200 Columbia, Epic and 
Verve records to be offered’ in the com- 
ing 12 months. You may discontinue 
‘membership at any time thereafter. 
‘The records you want are mailed and 
billed to you at the regular list price 
of $3.98 (Classical and Original Cast 
selections, $4.98), plus a small mailing, 
and handling charge. 
FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN RECU- 
UARLY. If you wish to continue as a 
meniber after purchasing five records, 
you will receive a Columbia, Epic or 
Verve Bonus record of your choice free 
for every two selections you purchase 
=a 50% dividend. 
MAIL THE COUPON NOW to receive your 
5 jazz records for only $1.9; 


COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB TERRE HAUTE, INDIANA 


CIRCLE 5 
Terre Hovte, Indiona NUMBERS: I 
laeeetetr ate etedanlneyteneear a tthe uel eoet eater 
facie ecoree uch ta receiverar Aisles hall malingand | V 1S 294 
Ee tne ere ea ee 
I 2 16 30 
(check one box only) I 
1G serz (7 Listening and Dancing Classicol | 3 17 31 I 
1D Broadway, Movies, Television and Musical Comedies | 4 1B 32 
Trasree to purcfase five selections {rom the more than 200 to be 
Beebe a oie, Moe || Gi ca 
Small maliing and ‘handling charge. “Thereafter, if 1 declée to 1 
continue my membership, am to receive 6 12% Columbe, Epis 6 20 34 
persis Past * my cholce FREE for every two additional 7 21 35 | 
8 22 36] 
9 23 a7] 
ae 10 24 38] 
esTMEceecStleeeesis Meet | 
A. write for special membership plan 12 26 a 
cantaBae prices Hiohtiy highors [iit tae ae cr ont, 
[Peete i mentees sence Stu's | YS 27 a1 | 
en iet areaeeete tamale TES | Tg OS an 
and Address. “ aatiecnmesienescs coaneaven cone OD aor! 
[ec Se ee a ee 


Columbia Records Sater Corp, 1000 
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PLAYBOY 


YOUNG MAN for plunge 


in water-works venture 


A sleeper . . . our new hopsacking that wash-wears. Nobody ever heard 
of it ... by the time your competition does, you've spent the summer 
looking newest, coolest, calmest . .. the jr. vice-presidency is all wrapped 
up. Well, that’s the way the suit washes. Earl-Loom invented it for us... 
a Dacron-cotton we've named (worry about everyone you tell) “Shi 
weight”. Super-efficient in navy, olive, gray, a genius in new putty. The 
coat is shorter, the Trimlines shoulders are all your own. What it takes: a 
modest $45. Other suits from $39.95. Shirtweight® sportcoats, from $35. 
Our stores know of this advertisement, or write 


CRICKETEER’ 


200 Fifth Avenue, New York 
This is appeal #17 to the Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30, 


©. U.S. PAT. OFFICE 
PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER 
ON THE WEST COAST 


EARLIGOM® 


P. G. Wodehouse and Shel Silverstein. 
Presentation of Mrs. Hargitay in various 
forms of dishabille can only tend to 
lower the standards set by - 
zine. Let Jayne stay in her Califorma 
home. Ple. 


Dick Sidman 
Cleveland Height, Ohio 
SOUP’S ON 
The recipes in Thomas Mario's No- 
vember article, Beautiful Soup, sound 
great and I intend to try several of them 
soon, In one spot, he mentions a “bou- 
quet garni” What is that, exactly? 
Roger Jacobs 
Seaside, Oregon 
Mario says: “A bouquet garni, ex- 
tremely useful to the soup man, is a 
small bag filled with whole spices and 
herby. The bag ix made from a small 
piece of cheesecloth and is tied with a 
string which is attached to the handle 
of the pot. When the soup is finished. 
and the infusion of flavors is completed, 
the bag is removed fram the pot. A typi- 
cal Donquet garni would be made up of 
8 or 10 whole peppercoins, a bay leaf. 
teaspoon leaf thyme, 6 sprigs of fresh 
parsley. 1 or 2 whole cloves and I or 2 
whole allspice. A prepared bouquet 
garni, made up of coarsely chopped 
herbs, is now available at many spice 
counters.” 
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 
Why doesn’ 


on the dffer Hours 
It’s certainly « 


phe ever comment 
section of PLavnc 
e of the foremost depart 
ments of introduction of any mag on 
the stands, ranking with The Talk of 
the Town section of the only other de- 
cent magazine out these « 


T have often enjoyed the uninte 
ally humorous signs to which you occa 
ally call attention in Playboy After 
Hours. Passing a sedate local Y.W.C.A. 


Adults $125, 
‘TERETS ON SALE HERE 


recently, T saw a newly erected sign 
(photo enclosed) announcing what 
sounded like an esting affair, a 
“smorgasbroad.” nal or deliber- 
ate, im sure there was a large turnout! 
George H. Tuell 
Louisville, Kentucky 


Playboy After Hours should have lin- 
gered awhile west of Bryn Mawr. On 


o- 
” = 
NALOLO® NAHRATTA madras plid cotton with the Ieok of silk, Button rot I he ovaco 


fiamond Init harlequin trunks. Neat, seug-fitting 
Square Rig cut in shorter length, hung from the hips for the active swimmer. 


iera-inspiced 


jacket and Hawaiian tailored trunks. Shown in the season's smartest bronze- mu eo EE et he 


with-red. Also in blue. Jacket $7.95 Trunks $5.95 
Cc a- 
e 


SS 
(axe 
RIVIERA HOLIDAY cotton knit Continental cardigan with 


sleeves. Square Rig trunks with rope belt. Red, black, gold on 
white; blue. ofive. navy on white. Jacket $6.95 Trunls $5.95 


MALOLO® COMMODORE sturdy cotton poplin zipper jacket 


e ® 
wrth Continental colle. Matching shell cut trunks. In yellow, 
Qe marine blue, white, natural. Jacket $6.95 Trunks $5.95 


(You just cas oxen too many!) " 


man 


afey. 


is 
it 
pPey 
Fh: 


Seas tts 
be, 
tis. 


NST oy 


MALOLO® YACHTSMAN cotton foulard. Jacket with Continental pockets and MALOLO® COMMANDER houndstooth cotton. Zipper jacket, matching trim on 
shug terry lining. $8.95. Catalina Cut trunks, $4.95 Red, blue or gold, Collar, cuffs and trunks. Blue, blacR or gold. Jacket $8.95 Boxer trunks $5.95. 


ee Catalina Inc., Los Angeles 13 © Creators of Fine Swimwear, Sweaters and Sportswear » Subsidiary of Kayser Roth ca. 068 


PLAYBOY 


THE WORLD’S LARGEST PRODUCER 
OF QUALITY TRANSISTORS _ 


Engineered to oufperform 
all other 6's, 


So Small, Fits Into the Palm of Your Hand 


Perfection is never achieved by chance ... it is the result 
of endless research, experience, skilled craftsmanship and the 
uncompromising devotion to the ideal that quality is never 
out of style. Stradivarius, master builder of violins, achieved 
his priceless masterpieces by subscribing to these lofty ideals. 
Topbiba transistor radios are built in the tradition of the great 
/] masters... every detail in their construction reveals the 
id care that only 80 years of experience in the building of 
the finest precision instruments could make possible. 


MODEL 7TP-3525: World-Wide 
2-Bond 7 Transistor Portable 
Shirt pocket size... only 4 
American bend 540 to 1690 KC. Forsign 
Lond 6 fo 18 MC, Push-button band 
seleclor. IO-section telescoping ond 
Ferrile core ontenras. In amert colors. 
Complete with helteries, corphone ord 
cate, genuine leather corrying cate. Free Booklet! 

59.95 Send 10¢ in stores to cover 

‘Model 77P-252M: with Motine Band. -59.95 anéling, pestage, Dept? 


TRANSISTOR WORLD CORPORATION 
Exclusive U.S. Representative for Toshiba Brand Transistor Radios 
52 Broadway, New York 4, New York 


ww with the string of 
place names, beginning with Peach Bot- 
tom and Bareville and ending, as it 
must for most men, in Churchtown and 
Grimsville, you read a common version 
of the American landscape, but it’s not 
the only story. In the same vicinity are 
a few other places, a tour of which 
makes a shorter story, and one that Vve 
always felt might have come from the 
notebook of Guy de Maupassant: Bird 
in-the-Hand, Intercourse, Paradise. AL 
ter passing through this experience. you 
can still ay your luck a few miles north 
n Rich Maiden, on, also eh 
borhood. Virginville, a tiny hamlet chat 
more than any place in the counuy 
a's 


duit sign vou 


the 1 


es Amer 


celebr: 


ntless optimism. 
1 Kern 
Hartford, Connecticut 


arm 
zine is well worth the exorbitant pric 

Tadd the fol- 
Who Needs 
most important 


comment: in you 


colui jissed the 
of all: “Censorship?” 
John Gardner 


Mexico City, Mexico 


nm you 


wi 
Needs rebel f 
feel it is my duty to inform you d 
rebel flag is a symbol of the traditions 
and history of the South 
James Swope 
‘Arlington, Texas 


You ask “Who Needs virgins?” One 
must begin somewher 
brome M. We 


Gables, Florida 


rub 


Who needs: Who Needs? 
F. W. De Vries 
Louisville, Kentucky 


EPROMPTER HEART 

ave you heard from Shirley Mac 
Laine —or rather, her seripuwriters — 
yee 


William J. Dunn 
Washington, D.C. 


Re: Ray Russell's The Gil with the 
Teleprompter Heart, 1 doubt if you 
will do me the courtesy of printing my 
comments, One of the aspects of Mr. 
Russell's little sermon on the virtues of 
originality which most impressed me was 
that his clever litle playlet at the end 
is so related in concept to the classic 
“Mr, Arbuthnot” articles in The New 
Yorker, Vm sure, however. ui Mr. 
Russell was unaware of the similarity, so 


we will let it pass. Let me stress that it 
wasn’t: Mr. Russell's attitude that dis 
turbed me as much as it was his alti- 
und 


tude. He assumed a very elevated 
superior position, but the closing line 
in his article proved that his level of 
decency, intellect and taste is somewhat 


DYNEL 


MODACRYLIC. 


Raatonnion 
Spring 
is in 
the 


wear 


Fiber Content: 88% Combed Cotton » 12% Dynel Modacrylic 


A DYNELBONDED FABRIC 


Trimly tailored H.I.S. slacks and suits are styled in the newest Bondyne Fabric—a BON DYNE 


superfine cotton and DyNeL poplin. Thanks to DyNeL, Bondyne springs back into [irc = on | 
shape through wear and weather... has lasting press retention and durable good looks 

for true neater wear — easier care. Choose Bondyne in your smart H.LS. style today. PmADE MARE OF 
Slucks in sizes 2828 about $é.95—guity 24-46 about $19.95; in “Reevebond” by Reeves Bros., Inc. CTCL SESS: CL 


TEXTILE DYNEL Bonded Fabrics mean neater wear, easier care 
+ FIBERS 


Union Carbide Corporation, 30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, New York. Union Carbide makes fibers; fabrics and fashions like 
these are products of leading mills and makers. * “Union Carbide” and “Dynel” are trade-marks of Union Carbide Corporation. 
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TrimTabs® slacks by Dickies 


ADVOCATING N 


URALISM 


. . . this spirited 

bon vivant sports the 
labels of the world’s 
most acclaimed 
potables .. . 

printed in antique 
black on handspun 
olive madras. 
Question: Will the 
Drinking Jacket be a 
conversation starter 
. +. of stopper? 


N.Y. 


eo 


by CollEGE HALL 


FASHIONS, INC 


200 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


less than subterranean. 1 thought that 
type of gutter insinuation went out of 
style with the exposé magazines. I've 
always enjoyed your magazine, and 1 
do hope you will not encour: 
of Mr. Russell’s obvious talents and 
dubious tastes to make PLAYBoy a DP 
camp for all the refugees from the ex- 
posé school of journalism. 

Shirley MacLaine 

Hollywood, California 
as all meant .in fun. Shirley, for 
PLavHoy often satirizes what it also ad 
mires. Others who've felt the sting of Ray 
Russell's avid pen: Paddy Chayefsky 
Tennessee Williams. 


NEIMAN’S HOUNDS 

Some years back I, on a number of 
occasions, rode with the Moore County 
Hounds. LeRoy Neiman’s paintings in 
the December PLAYBoy have brought 
my memories up to date. [t was of par 
ticular interest to me to compare my 
impressions as a participant with those 
of an artist. This personalized weat 
ment of such an event is certainly rc 
freshing after so many documentary 


or pinely pictorial features I've secn in 


other magazines. 


Earl Norman 
New York, New York 


You just don’t find artists of Neiman’s 
calibre doing things for magazines! 
J. Bryan 
Chicago, Mlinois 


Neiman’s hunting scenes have all the 
dd verve of Degas and Duly 


combined 
Diane Eley 
Brookline, Massachusetts 
Is LeRoy Neiman the same artist who 


had severst! maysiye paintings of bars 

nd bottles on exhibition at Chicago's 
y Pier a couple of years back as part 
of x citywide exhibit? Does he display 
at yulleries? Are those his paintings that 
appear on the walls in your Playboy's 
Penthouse show? 


F. Slick 
Chicago, Mlinois 
Yes; yes; and yes. 


HOME BARS AND BLONDES 

Congratulations on the beautitul four 
page spread, The Gentleman's Hon 
Bar 


David Gorman 
Pittsfield, Massachuseus 


I particularly enjoyed the February 
article The Gentleman's Home Bay, but 
what really shook me up wis the scrump- 
tious blonde sitting at the bar on paye 
68. Who is this doll? 

Charles Heiunan 
Washington, D.G 
tynthia Maddox of vrLavsoy's Person: 


nel Department 


SLIMNG | STEREO: 


mee Harry Belafonte’s dream of recording an 
H album of rare, authentic chain gang songs 
comes true at last. The Belafonte Folk 
B Singers join in this collection of dramatic 
f music of the chained convict—toiling on 
the road under a scorching sun...or in the 
bunkhouse, singing the lonesomest of blues. 


~~ ¢bNGUS | STEREO": 


She Gilllew 
FRANKIE <CARLE 


ctor's Hugo 
f 22 lark-like lads 
on here 
songs to 


From trail and campfire comes this Western 
(See sound roundup by the Sons of the Pioneers. 


veers Coo! Water,” “Red River Valley,” “Wagon 
in spekes 2 Wheels’—18 songs in all—are sung here 
just as the pre-IV cowboys sang them. 

There’s nothing quite like this album 
west of the Pecos...or west of Broadway! 


Ne x 


the world’s greatest artists are on... 


NEWEST HITS 
OF THE 
GOLDEN 60's 
«ON RCA VICTOR 


In Living Stereo and regular L. P. 


Henry Mancini’s high- 
voltage “Peter Gunn” 
was the first TVscore to 
triumph as a record, 
Asecond“Gunn’album 
matched the feat. Now, 
Mancini portrays anew 
TV character. “Mr. 
Lucky” is a cosmopo- 
lite, and Mancini writes 
for him in moods of 
tingling mystery, suave 
sophistication, sultry 
romance and modern 
jazz. It’s new, it’s 
thrilling...it’s Maan 


PLAYBOY 


SS ote Same __ Pramnl ‘ 
in the NORTHCOOL VYCOTT 


Wash-and-Wear Suit of the Year! 


Slugger Harmon Killebrew's eye for clothes is as keen as his bat- 
ting eye. His home and travel “uniform”, off the field, is the airy- 
light Northcool Vycett wash-and-wear suit, made with Vycron, 
newest self-care fiber with a major breck-thru in eye-appeal. 


The Northcool Vycott sheds wrinkles while you wear it 
needs little, if any, ironing even after machine washing. Thanks 
to the Vycron in the SPINCO Vycott Poplin (659 Vycron Poly- 
ester Fiber — 35% combed cotton) . . . it gives you the ultra- 
smart color and luxurious texture you could never get before in 
@ wash-and-wear suit. And it’s certified for quality and wash- 
and-weer performance by United States Testing Co. 

“The Northcool Vycott suit is in a league by itself,” says 
Harmon Killebrew. Why don't you look it over! $39.95 at fine 
stores, everywhere. 


Fectured ot Lit Gros, Philo; Moiron Blorehe, New Orleans; Lowensiein’s, 
‘Memphis: John David, New York, and other fine stores throughout the country. 


‘Aen’ Suits & Sport Coats tailored by SAGNER 
200 Sth Ave.. New York 10, N. ¥. 


Sui 8 Sport Coots tail 
PICARIELIO & SINGEI 
Fou Reston 28, Mass. 


by 


“Reg. opp. for, Vycron Is the trade-mork for Beaunit's polyester fiber. Beaunit Fibers Division mokes the fiber, not the fobric or gotment. 
For neme of store nearest you write to: BEAUNIT MILLS, Inc., Fibers Division * Main Office: 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. ® Plant: Elizabethton, Tenn. 


PLAYBOY AFTER 


here's a theatre in Hollywood called 

The Silent Movie where, for a mere 
60¢, you can take a seat, fasten your safety 
belt. and be instantancously catapulted 
forty years into the past. While the film 
societies offer art, this establishment 
specializes in entertainment. The Battle- 
ship Potemkin loses out in favor of a 
Wallace Beery-Raymond Hatton opus 
called We're in the Navy Now. The 
popular pictures of this cra recapture 
the past with « thoroughness surpassing 
Proust. In the very silence of its movies, 
one hears the real voice of the Roaring 
Twenties — as Clara Bow shimmics atop 
a table and Harold Lloyd teeters atop a 
skys@raper. Once again Chaplin twirls 
his cane, Valentino flares his nostrils, 
Von Stroheim nibbles at the pinkies of 
Mae Busch, and Doug Fairbanks dis 
5 the deftness that made D‘Artagnan 
greatest swordsman in all Beverly 
Hills. In this vanished world Felix the 
Cat is king of animated cartoons — who 
ever heard of Mickey Mousc? The bill 
changes weekly and includes a complete 
selection of short subjects featuring 
Mabel Normand, Buster Keaton, Ben 
Turpin, Lupino Lane and the rest of 
the Keystone, Christie and Educational 
stars. It is not unusual to sce, amongst 
one’s fellow-passengers, aged versions of 
the very figures that flicker across the 
screen, for. quite a mumber of silent 
movie stars are silent movie fans. We 
don’t pretend to know what today's Hop- 
along Cassidy thought as he watched 
youthful Bill Boyd in The Volga Boat- 
man, but we came 


ay from that per- 
lasting impression 
which was not due to the hard seat alone. 
There are certain therapeutic benefits 
to time-trayeling. Ignoring those who 
will accuse us of a desire to return to 
the womb, we unashamedly admit we 


formance with a 


love the warm darkness of The Silent 
Movie where we can seek the security of 
a bygone cra in which Pearl White is 
certain to be rescued from the railroad 
track, Tom Mix will beat the living day: 
lights out of Noah Beery, and everything 
tums out all right in the last reel. How 
about more such movie houses all over 
the country? Or a nationwide TV series 
of fulltength (not clips of) silents? 


ign on a driveway at Indiana State 
Teachers College in Terre Haute: xo 
Maxim 10 wNUTES, 


PARKING 


\ chap we know happened to get 
black eye (prosaically enough, by walk- 
ing into the time-honored door), so he 
had a photo made of himself and sent 
copies to all his friends. On each, he 
wrote; “Nobody can talk like that about 
you when I'm around.” 

Ad from the Baltimore News-Post: 
GETYING MARRIED OR HAVING AN APFAUR? 
OVERLEA HALL . . . BELAIR ROAD... CALL 
MR, RESNICK. 


Perhaps because we edit a magazine, 
“re overly conscious of words as such, 
but once in a while. just before we drop 
off to sleep, we're jolted awake by a vir- 
tue or vice of our lang that hasn't 
occurred to us before. Like: if telegraph 
is a medium and (elegiam the message 
conyeyed by that medium, why isn't a 
camera called a photograph 
isn't there a word photogram to denote 
that which the “photograph” produces? 
We got to brooding about this and de 
veloped an absolute fondness for that 
perfectly useful, sensible photogram lan- 
guishing in the limbo of unborn, un 
wanted words. Following this Iatelate 


w 


nd why 


logic, we deemed phonograph a reason 
able label for the machine that plays the 
records, but why the hell are records 
called “records” instead of phonograins? 
Reaching further into the sleepless dark, 
we wondered why there are words por 
nography and pornographic but no 
pornographs or pornograms. Wouldn't 
pomogram be a nifty name for a naugl: 
ty postcard? The very word giaph should 
actually be giam, come to think of it, 
and why 
different 
autograph 
gram and hologram? Consider, 
sad case of epigraph and epigram — 
words that should be related to each 
other but aren't, the first meaning a 
quotation stuck in front of a book ot 
on top of a chapter, the second meaning 
a short, dever morsel of original wisdom 
Same thing with monograph (a scholarly 
paper) and monogram (the ego-massa 
i nitials some cornballs wear on their 
cs): the two words are almost iden. 
tical but have nothing in common a all 
Our musings ground to a hale at that 
point and ams (graphic 
dreams) in which we thrashed torment 
edly on a bed full of cracker crumbs 
They were gram cracker crumbs, of 
cour 


€ those words that refer to 
specimens of handwriting 
nd holograph — not auto 


too. the 


O Tempora O Mores Department 
Jean Plaidy’s novel, The Goldsmith's 
Wife, is now available in paperback 
New tile is The King’s Mistress. 

If anyone doubts that our adult world 
is reflected in the activities of kiddies, 
let him lamp the ads for the Grashmo- 
bile, a new toy: “ckasHMouiLe. New! 
Triple Action! Wrecks Itself! Roll it on 
floor . . . head it into anything 
ras! a wreck! Entire car flies apart. 
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Italian 
inspired 
belts from the 
PARIS 
COLLECTION 


of international styles 


The Ferrari, top—1" 
elastic with raev Con- 
tinental detailing and 


Hook Buckle. $3.50 


The Patrician, center 
Ceramic buckle. Im- 

ported 1” elastic. 
0 


The Florentine, be- 

Jow. Inlaid enamel 
buckle reminiscent 
of old world artistry 
34" linen weave. 


Colors: black, brown, 
gold, olive and others 


& Compeny 


seconds and want! 
i= 


oes together i 
ther crash!” Costs a scant 98? at 


it says here — “does no dia 


BOOKS 


ador Dali has 
nutty position in the world of 
over twenty-five years, Though 
critics and colleagues have often ignored 
him as a serious painter, he has been 
granted more attention from the press 
than any other living artist. In The Cose 
of Salveder Doli (Little, Brow 
Fleur Cowles, founder of that chic and 
now defunct Flair, di 
her study into three sections: the 
the genius the 
taking in her stride the he 
antics of her old it 
pulsion as a child to toss himself down 


art for 


magazine 


While 


and screwball. 


roses, his chewing the wood and glss 
inet, his use of fish glue 
—she 


accepts the! 
aplications, and documents 
read. 
world of 


osis with excerpts fie 
that 


But in 
rubbery watches, phallic crutches and 


Dali's canvases, 


limpid fried eggs, Fleur Cowles finds 
mystic stttement thi 
and profound. The p 


is both dazzling 


claims, relleet Dali’s whopping intellect, 
iu greatness of mind that never fails to 
astonish hey when sh his com 


pany. Let the conflict the 


thor, “the unlimited pleasure we have 


more L 
r of 


glossary of 


every day from his pa in 


offsets the criticism we hi him.” 
hh letters, i 
yo and thirty-three pages of 
multi 


ng view of its 


Complete wi 
an di 
photogr: 


aceted 


Fe: 


subject 


\ jazz combo leader who belie 
best music is blown by emotional w 


1d chooses his sidemen accordingly: i 
hullfighter whose manager sends him to 
certain death for 1 husband who 
sneaks away [rom his w p dates 
with a beautiful Duesenberg . . . these 
oddballs and others even odder populate 
Charles Beaumonv’s third collection. 


Night Ride ond Other Journeys (Bantam, 
Less fantastic but not one whit less 
inative thm his previous collec 
tions (Yonder, The Hunger), this batch 
ains five new yarns never before w 
veiled: of the remaining “journeys, 
hall of them maiden-voyaged in PLayBoy. 
(Beaumont's latest journey is the senti- 
mentil sort: see page 33 of this issue.) 


Dwin 
Contributi 


the past dozen y 
iy Editor K 


automobiles and the men who hive built 


MODEL 
“SURREY” 


You're 
More 


Man 


than you think you are 


"YM 


SLACKS 


These are the YMM Slacks that are sounding 
the season's highest note! Pockets are up front 
where they belong (polo style)...and legs are 
tapered way down to here! New Velcro Side 
Adjusters have more grip, more zip! Exclusive 
Permahold' prevents “waist-curl", and shirt hugs 
do just that! YMM Slacks from about $9.95 to 
$22.50 at better stores, Or write Playboy Reader 
Service Department. 


YMM* SLACKS, sox ara 


Div. of JAYMAR-RUBY INC., MICHIGAN CITY, IND. 


*young man’s mood —*T.M. Reg. iPat. Pend. 


Is it possible that we are the only ones 
who know how to make formfitted trunks? 


Possible, possible; we keep hearing that no one 
tailors them like we do. If this is true, we can learn to 
live with it; as long as the situation exists, we shall 
keep you informed. 

Take the great trunks on Art Pinder. Square-cut 
legs are the popular style this season, but of even 
greater importance is that these woven formfitted 
trunks will stay good looking and comfortable for 
many summers to come. Perhaps it takes years in the 


Warren Miller, ski and 
adventure cameraman 
and lecturer, beautiful 


tourist from the Arawak 
hotel: photos by Tom 
Kelley, 


Below: Jantzen Interna- 
tional Sports Club expedi- 
tion members to Jamaica: 
Pinder in bow: BobCousy: 
W. Miller; Frank Gifford. 


“TH AICA EXPEDI 


business to learn that trunks cannot be built for looks 
alone. At any rate, we require that they be comfort- 
able, well tailored, and good looking; if they're not, 
they’re not a Jantzen. Or maybe the wrong size. 
Warren Miller wears the beachnik striped knit 
trunks with the wide web belt that will be a favorite; 
it is only one of many great Jantzen knits available. 
Warren’s trunks are $7.00; Art’s are $6.00; in the right 


sizes, in many colors, at the better stores. 
Jantzen Inc., Pertland 6, Ore. 


SPORTSWEAR FOR SPORTSMEN: 


tal 
° 
a 
tal 
co 
a 
& 


The 
natives 
have}s 


WORLD'S LIGHTEST SPORT COATIAt first try-on, a MR. COOL sport coat is as incredible as the Indian Rope 
Trick. No sport coat could possibly feel so weightless! But this 6 oz. Dacron and worsted is true, all true — 
right down to the amazing wrinkle-resistance and the fine tailoring. Just one illusion — those authentic India 
madras patterns make you think you're a maharajah. See MR. COOL sport coats, slacks in contrasting solid 
shades and suits, at stores coast to coast. Stripped-down prices, too! SPORT COATS, $35; SLACKS, $15.50; 
SUITS, $49.50. (sticnty nigner in the west) For store near you, write Trimount Clothing Co.,/nc., 18 Station St., 


CRAFT 


February 28th, 1950: 


~DV100 Ws screon cars 


JOHN DOE, 
100 MAIN STREET 
ANYWHERE, U.S.A. 


The Day They Killed Cash 


Jim Bishop, the famous newspaperman, is 
the author of the best-selling books, “The 
Day Lincoln Was Shot” and “The Day 
Christ Died.” He is also a widely syndicated 
columnist. 


Cash, of course, has not died. If you think 
so, try doing without it. In my family it is 
used freely. Too freely, I have often asked 
my children if they thought I was made of it 
and, after a moment of hesi- 
tation. they have said: 
“Yes” This proves that the 
girls are either not very 
bright, or too bright. 
These days, I carry very 
little cash. The wallet has 
attained a slimness Tw 
T could imitate. It holds 
about twenty dollars, some 
color photos of my grand- 
children, a reporter's police 
card, an owner and driver's license, a St. 
Christopher medal and a Diners’ Club Card. 
That's enough to yet me where I want to 
go, and home again sefely. I don't need any- 
thing else, [ was studying the Diners’ Club 
Card—a miraculous piece of cardboard— 
and thinking of how far man has traveled in 
trying to understand his own needs. 
ot too many centuries ago—a slow wink 
in the eye of Sirius—there were no hanks. 
‘Whatever currency a family had was kept in 
jars around the house. If the house bumed, 
or was robbed, the family fortune disap. 
peared. Then came the first private banks, 
and these economists charged a fee to store 
for sufekeeping, 
cus not until later that bankers found 
out that nioney on deposit could he invested 
for the good of all, and that interest could be 
paid to the depositor, Some of these men, 
you will reeall, invested unwisely in the years 


Bishop. 


1907 and 1929, and long lines of discouraged 
dep s stood before closed banks, hoping 
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the hope of the hopeless. 

‘This led to the Federal Deposit Insurance 
Corporation, which means that the United 
States Governmentendorsed savings accounts 
and stopped the failure of banks. It also led 
to the cheap checking account, through 
which the average wage earner could pay his 
hills by writing on a slip of paper. This 
cheek was a long step in the right direction. 
It honored the signature of the private 
citizen. 

Now we haye the Diners’ Club Card, which 
is credit carried out as far as it will go. It 
does much more than cash and has more 
muscles than a certified check. The D.C. 
Card keeps track of your expenses, In my 
case, the card does a great deal of account- 
ing: it tells me how much I spent here, there 
and everywhere and it is an excellent record 
of business expenses when income tax e 
comes, 

The card is nearly universal in its use. It 
can be used to buy thousands of items 


DINERS* CLUB, c 


Jim Bishop; Reporter 


boats. liquor, tires. cars, plane trips, lngzage, 
stenographic services, recordings, cameras, 
fishing equipment, gifts, [lowers—many, 
many things, Among the items it will net bay 
are a space ship, a dental extraction and a 
guide conducted tour of the Kremlin, 

‘The D.C. executives are working on these. 
‘The cost of becoming a member is $5, The 
low fee led to some suspicion on my part, T 
figured that if I bought $1,000 worth of mer- 
chandise, and The Diners’ Club had to bill 
me for these things, they would be losing 
money and I do not like to deal with people 
who lose money. 

Then I Jearned that the Club collects on. 
the other end, It gets discounts on your hills 
and mine. The restaurants, the luggage 
shops, the department stores, the airline 
‘companies, all pay a small percentage of the 
bill to Diners’ Club. On my end, T pay the 
straight retail price. 

A Diners’ Club Card is more important to 
me than cash. It's a miraculous piece of 
cardboard, 


sum Tower, 10 Columbus Circle, New York 19, N.Y. 


FULL NAME 
HOME ADDRESS. _ See eae 
Phone. Rent home___ Own home_ Years at present address. 
COMPANY NAME Nature of busi 
CEES wre er ean 
Phone ‘Years with stove firm. Position. = 
anti HAE & fOORESS eraser 
“RECOUNT GERD TRBTEATE CORNY BRE eu Q 
CHARGE ACCOUNTS AT. ee a 
SIGNATURE OF INDIVIDUAL APPLICANT. 
AUTHORIZATION FOR COMPANY ACCOUNT. a _ 


Have you held 2 Diner's Club card previousiy?. 
$5 FEE: ENCLOSED (1 BILL ME C) 


covers 12 rronths” membership fromm date ca 


CHECK [J company account C1 2 
ONE PERSONAL ACCOUNT CI 2 
oNnty PERSONAL Account C1 Bill 


issued (includes one year’s sutscription to Diner's Club Magazi 
tent to office eddress 
sent fo home eddress 


Card holder assumes Individust responsibility wlth company applicant 


1M addition to existing account, show number 


at 6Cc) 


[ 11 NY-PB3 


17 


PLAYBOY 


and driven them. He 
a world authorit 
Wonderful World of the Pipers 


Texas Playboys holler down 
. (Crowell, $4.95), is quite unlike anythin 
Alaskan claim - |22.h%9 2%" 


es lished in magazines here and abroad. 
We had PLAyROY included; in part it’s a sardonic 
reminiscence on the years Purdy has 

Sail =~ a a been m: s scar and racin 
d P rties scene; it contains two short stories, in- 

a A a acar i a cluding his well-known Change of Plan: 
SE there are illuminating chapters on 
lie safety on the road, an extremely funny 
e ore ome bit on crooked garage mechanics, and an 


Roe) gy _| astonishingly exciting novella of 15,000 


had-anamel ees toe 


to 
De ss”: Durant, Portago and Chevrolet. 
BACARDI , Purdy is frankly an apologist for auto- 

Sipe Last month in these pages we reported that , ait : 
mobile racing, which he considers one 


‘Alaskan playboys laid claim to the inven- 
tion of the Bacardi Party. Not so, say the ‘ ‘ 
ERO RICAN RUM Longhorn Playboys: Texas is the mother { " b climbing and gible ne) 

ay ai Sa tee and he is intrigued by racedrivers. But 


As we hope you know, a Bacardi Party | UBHKe many apologists, he doesn’t 


is where the guests bring Bacardi, and the | {70W # blanket of admiration over 
ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS 


of the three “real” sports (other tw: 


: rr everything in sight, and unlike most 
host supplies the mixings—as many as he é es 
can turn up! That's fan, pardver, (In | Pictitioners in this field, Purdy writes 
ae é ie cease very well indeed. If you dig. sports 
Michigan. we hear, they've invented | YO). 0" : 
Bacardi and Cider!) y ne 
0 have yourself a Bacardi Party. Born 
in Texas (they claim) but great for the 
entire nation. Only remember—No Bacardi 
Party can be a Bacardi Party without 


RECORDINGS 


© BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., NY. 
Rum, 80 proof Bacardi. 


Tt doesn’t seem like fifteen years since 
Mel Tormé was heading Mel-Tones 
vocal group on radio's Filch Bandwagon 
(“Laugh awhile, let a song be your 
style, use . . 2”). Nor have we forgotten 
the sound of that same group with the 
Artie Shaw band in the late Forties. 
Tormé obviously hasn't either. In Beck 
in Town—Mel Torme with the Mel-Tones 
(Verve 2120), the sounds are as refr 
ing as ever —from a delicate Baucles 
Bangles and Beads to the glowi 
era arrangement of What Is This Thing 
Called Love? to a flowing blues medley. 
Marty Paich’s hip arrangements and the 
neat solos of reed man Art Pepper and 
trumpeter Jack Sheldon are in 
with the modern pace To 
throughout. Musicological now 
group's slick Don’t Dicam of Anybody 
but Me may sound familiar. [1 should 
It's Neal Hefti's Lil’ Darlin’—a Bi 
stand-by — with lyrics. 

New York, NY. (Decca 79216) is jazz 
' composer George Russell's ode to 
A man gets seen seen in 417! m. Tes an LP-ong blend of ibree 
? ds (Manhattan, Auinmn in New 
nd How About You) and three 
Is (Big City Blues, Manhatla-Rico 
nd A Helluva Town), framed by nar 


The man in 417 Knows what he wants, and gers it... in travel, 


“417” pullover sport shirt. A brand-new idea, it’s casual as the ocean 
breeze, yet with a certain air of elegance lingering around the 3-button 
placket front. It’s typical of Van Heusen’s “417” Collection of authen- 
tically styled dress and leisure wear. At all better men’s shops. 


FREE! Got the “417 Uttle Black fook."” Wallet-olze address book, plus wine guide: pole, dice 
‘odds; "60-61 calendar; birthstones, etc. Write “Little Black Boo!,"* Box 2285, N.Y.C. 17, N.Y- 


Hendricks is his happily sharp self. 11 
presence of some skilled soloists i 


Are you a traditional buff—or do you go for Continental stuff? 
Whichever you like, you'll like the way you look in a Summer Suit by H-I-S 


The guy at left of the Stutz Bearcat is wearing a tradi- _ It’s a pipe to be avant-garde and all that jazz in the shaped 
tional job with shoulders strictly his own. High-notchlapeled _ and shortened Continental coat on the right... with natural 
8-button coat has flapped pockets, center vent.Trim, tapered, shoulders, side vents and slanted hacking pockets sans flaps. 
pleatless Post-Grad Slacks complete the fashion picture. With slim-cut, pleatless, no-belt Quad Slacks sans cuffs. 
In a wide variety of washable all-cotion fabrics and automatic wash-and-wear Dacron blends . . . » « $19.95 to $85 


his. 


SPORTSWEAR 
Don't envy H-I-S...wear them 


If you cannot 
find H-1-S Sportswear 
at your favorite store, write to 
H-1-S, 230 Fifth Avenue, 
New York 1, Nv. Y. 
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CONDITIONED , \ 
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END) 
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5 inches of mild cool cigar enjoyment 


Trend-Air conditioning actually 
“breathes” jets of cool air through 
the cigar wrapper into the smoke 
stream ... gives you the coolest, mild- 
est smoke you've ever had. Made 
from the most expensive tobaceos of 
any similar cigar—blended with fine 
Havana. Try Trend Panatelas today. 
A fresh holder with every fresh cigar. 


TREND 
MILD LITTLE CIGARS 


* Trend-Air conditioned for maximum mi 
ness. 

+Modern size—long enough for complete 

isfaction, short enough to enjoy any- 
time. 

+ 100% cigar tobaccos clear through. 


And you need 
not inhale 
to enjoy them! 


Pack of 20 35¢ 


STEPHANO BROTHERS (Cigar 


ision) Phila. 7, 
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distinct virtue, too. Among them are 
Bob Brookmeyer, uombone; Bill Evans, 
piano; Benny Golson and John Col- 
tranc, tenors; Art Farmer, trumpet; Phil 
Woods, alto and Max Roach, drums. 


Jozz for Young Moderns (Bethlehem BCP 
79) is the title of one of those LPs liable 
to get lost in the shufile of the over- 
loaded disc market, and too good to 
rate such a fate. Under the leadership 


of Tony Ortega, a wiple-threat wailer 
(alto, «i flute), it has five 
charts by Nat Pierce and five by Bob 


Ziell. The group that plays the latter set 
includes that rava avis, a genuine mod. 
crn jazz violinist, name of Dick Wet 
more, and his solos alone are worth the 
tariff. Zieff’s writing, with an odd fr 
work that takes in trumpet, bass cl 
French horn and bassoo! richly i 
ventive and unique in small-band scor 
ing. The fact that the trumpeter is Art 
Farmer does no harm either. 


One of the most cutting facets of 
Lenny Bruce's latest biscuit — Lenny Bruce 
(Fantasy 7007) —is the cover. In front 
of a statue of Lincoln are five Negroes 
in Ku Klux} rb, Leading the Klan 


is Bruce, embracing two chicks: on 
Negro, one oriental 
large 


He's gripping 3 
ign that simply says “Together 
Bruce's appe: 
is less pointed: only 
ble. Among them: Bruce's ob- 
ns that prowling coastal sharks 


serva 


nute discourse on a comedian who 
bombs at the London Palladium, there’s 
nothing but brief fragments from the 
Bruce sick book. Auempted demolitions 
of television, Hollywood, Miami, Gov 
ernor Long and other meaty targets are 
more often whimpers 
Bruce’s record-company aides 
him few favors in assemt 
from his nightclub performances for 
this platter. Inste:td of an assorted hodge 
podye of segments, why not fifty minutes 
of uninterrupted, unexpurgated Bruce? 


‘The Newport Jazz Festival has had its 
moments, have surpassed the 
nazing performance of the teenage 
nd Marshall Brown assembled for the 
1959 bash. the sound of 
that crack band is preserved on The New- 
port Youth Band (Goral 757306). The old 
cst member is eighteen, the 
fourteen, Yet this isn’t child’s pl 
sounds are crisply Basie ish, with section 
work and solos that the Count himself 
would cotton to. The tunes are gems, in 
Tiny’s Blues, Wilkins Pox 
nd Blues Inside Out, George 


but few 


For 


BRANDY CASK 


This handsome white oak brass- 
hooped Brandy Cosk will really add 
class to your drinking. Paraffin lined 
to preserve the taste of your finest 
liquid refreshments, with on authen- 
tic wooden spigot and personalized 
brass name plate. It holds a half 
gallon. Your complete satisfaction is 
guaranteed. Send only $12.50 along 
with name to be engraved on brass 
plate to: 


Bar Boutique 


Dept. NS © Box #3376 
Merchandise Mart * Chicago 54, Ill. 


THE PERFECT MAP 
for the sports car 


Auto-Mapic does away with 
folding and unfolding bulky 
road maps. Selectthe map you 
need with two fingers. Each 
plastic map case holds 15 up- 
to-date regional mapsin avinyl 
folder, 6)2"x12}s". Order the 
Eastern U.S. or the Western 
U.S. at $10 each ppd. Both $20. 
‘Send check or money order to: 


Savoir-Fair 


Box #3376 Merchandise Mart 
Chicago 54, Illinois 


the MGA ‘1600’, There's Rone Fie Tike thes way its ah new horses level t the 
_ hills and the way it steps through tight bends with catike preckion’ And there's 
a gratifying feel of solid safety When its new disc brakes take command. No 


‘| 
| 
matter what you've been driving—no matter what it cost—you owe it to yourself 4 
to test-drive the new MGA ‘1600’. Call your BMC dealer and name the date i 
today! And...ask him to tell you about the full 12 months’ factory warranty. 


Syplh fest! | 


BEST KNOWN SYMBOL OF WHAT 
A SPORTS CAR SHOULD BE 


. Represented Inthe United Statee by HAMBRO AUTOMOTIVE CORP., Dept. H, 27 W. 57th St., New York 19, N.Y. 
Sold and serviced in North America by over 1,000 distributors and dealers. 
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10 PERFECT! 
SOUNDCRAFT TAPE 


WITH THE NEW 


FREQUENCY: 


ADJUSTED 


FORMULATION 


DESIGNED TO WEET THE UNLIMITED CHALLENGE OF 
THE MOST EXCITING NEW ERA IN RECORDING HISTORY! 


Only years of research... and the most mod- 
em and advanced tape manufacturing facili- 
ties in the world. ..could have perfected this 
tape! Soundcraft’s new Fa-¢ Fomutation is 
frequency adjusted to provide the superla- 
tive sound reproduction demanded in this ex- 
citing era of new discoveries and innovations 
in tape recording. You'll hear “highs” as 
never before...the full frequency spectrum 
for perhaps the very first time! 


Insist on Soundcraft Tape with the new Fa-a 
Formutation before you run another reel 
through your recorder...you'll never settle 
for inferior sound reproduction again! 


REEVES SOUNDCRAFT CORP. 


Great Pasture Rd, Danbury, Conn, « Chicago: 28 E. Jackson Blvd. 
Los Angeles: 342 N, LaBrea © Toronto: 700 Weston KO. 


Wallington’s boppish Lemon Drop and 


Brown's brassy Copley Square. Trom- 
bonist Benny Jacobs-El, pianist Mike 
Abene, alto boy Andy Marsala a 


drummer Larry Rosen are 
spark plugs, but it’s the 1, fluid 
playing of tenor man Mike Citron that 
assures us that the future of jazz is in 
great hands. 


New Y. 
site of m 


year 


histor 
ed in 
The 


Simone prese' 
hallowed hall last September 
h points of that performance 
prise Nine Simene at Town Hell 


409). ‘The 


(Black Is the Color), pop standard (Ex 
actly Like You), allad (The 
Other Woman), instramental blues (U2 
der the Lowest), vocal blues (Fine and 
Mellow), Broadway (Summertime), Holly 
wood (IVild Is the Wind), Afro Cuban 
amemial (Return Home) and tre 
onal American folk song (Colton 
Eyed Joc). 1 is an astonish 
nd nor simply 


bistro. 


“5 program, 
the breadth of mate 


artists cin mich. Miss 
sings soulfully and — unlike 
many of her contemporaries — musically. 


ng is much more than 


we've learned to expect fror 
technically fluent and stv 
If you haven't heard her before, now's 
the time. 


movin. 


André Previn — ce 
musical director, conductor, classical pi- 
st and jazz adventurer 
in the last designation on André Previn's 
Trio Jaz: King Size (C 3570). 
Always at brisk technic 
vr 
hee! 


nposer, arranger, 


comes of 


ely 


Backed here 
and diuomer 


teful but un 
by bh: t Red Mitchell 
Frankie Capp, however, 
time in thoroughly 
tunes: /'1] Remember April, You'd Re So 
Nice to Come Home To. It Could Hap- 
pen to You, I'm Beginning to See the 
Light and wo Previn blues. Much Too 
Tate and Low and Inside. Ov the last 
pair he displays more insight 
than he’s ever indicated befor 
vigorously earthy, moody 
Mitchell and Capp are tops 
but that’s no surprise. 
is the emewence of @ bi 
pianist in Previn 


support, 
new he 
le jazz 


THEATRE 


ed on Broadway 
a sorry season from 


Toys in the Attic i 
just in time to s 


Famous ALFRED SHAHEEN, Honolulu 


= Margie Douglas 


present a 


fovely slim, 
one-strap 
Sarong Dress 


in ALFRED 
SHAHEEN'S. 


easy-care, 
silk-like 
Broadcloth. 


Exclusive 
design keeps 
neckline in 

place with 


onlyone strap. 


Black, White 
Lemon, 
Sky-blue, 
8-18. $14.95 


postpaid 


MONOGRAMMED WITH 2 INITIALS IM ORIENTAL SCRIPT 


exchanges on Monogrommed Goods 
‘Add %e Soles Tax in Californie 


‘SEND FOR MARGIE’S NEW FREE FASHION FOLIO 2) 


Mail Orders to 


mores 
oy 


©) suNE 1980 ata 


THE GIFT THAT SAYS 
WHAT YOU FEEL ¥¥ 9 
BEAUTIFULLY! 85 & OP 


Rich eine PP Elegant Sane: 
Superb quality/ Unique features 


CRAFTSMAN 


CITATION BILLFOLDS 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


CRAFTSMAN BILLFOLDS - NEW YORK 16,N. Y. 


Photographed at Polk jement Park, New Jersey 


Lee Tapered Slacks / the Simea Elysee 
put ‘em together and youre really living! 


And will you check those lines! Sleek, trim, swept b¢ .. definitely tran 


-atlantic! Both car and pants 


were built for getting around. Easy and light. And fast! The car: SIMCA’S “Elysee,” 4-door sedan . . . 
imported from Paris by Chrysler. The world’s most luxurious economy car. Priced from $1,698, P.O.E. 
The slacks: LEE Guardsman (left), extension waistband, side-straps, plain front, no cufls. New narrow 
wale cord in combed polished cotton. Sand green, $5.95. LISE Fairfield (right). Sand Beige polished cot- 
ton cord. Hip pocket button tabs, and cuffless, $4.95. Both Wash ’n Wear. (P.S. Shirts are by LEE, too.) 


Leesures by Lee /SIMCA 


H. D, LEE CO., INC. Kansas City, Missouri ©1260 IMPORTED FROM PARIS EY CHRYSLER. 


PLAYBOY 


TRADEMARK 


JON YORK” 


dlothes brilliantly suited 
to the new age of elegance 


Al fine stores exclusively. 


RECORD... 
PLAY BACK 


EVERYWHERE. 
ANYTIME 


portable as 
© comera 


all transistor 
PORTABLE TAPE 
RECORDERS 


{tn lunurious scotch-grain 
leather case complete with 
‘microphone, reels and tape. 


Fascinating Accessories 
Available 


For Businessmen © Professional Men Students * Family Fun 
Phono-Trix is always ready to record . . . needs no out- 
lets, plugs or wires. 4 Flashlight batteries provide up to 
40 hours of recording. Take it on business trips, to the 
theatre .. . even to the beach or a picnic. Precision made 
in West Germany. At fine stores everywhere. 

Write for FREE descriptive brochure 


© Operates on 4 flashlight batteries 
= « . Indoors or outdoors 

© Weighs only 5 pounds 
fully portable 

© All-transister . . . no “watm up" 

‘® Up to 90 minutes recording on a 
standard 3” reel of tape. 


5. Importer 


MATTHEW STUART & CO., INC. 156-5th ave., NEW YORK 10, N.Y. 


comparative disaster. Lillian Hellman’s 
first play in almost nine years is 
thoughtful work of an old pro. Her 
dialog is as accurate as radar, and her 
for character is still as sharp as 
a surgcon’s knife. There is also the mat- 
ter of crcating cxcitement on stage, of 


inyolving a well-fed and secure audience 
with the chancy people behind the foot- 
lights, and this Miss Hellman also ably 
accomplishes with the assistance of dy- 
namic director Arthur (The Muacle 
Worker, Two for the Seesaw) Pen! 
frustrated New Orleans spinsters of Toys 
are the Berniers sisters, Carrie (Maureen 
Stapleton) and Anna (Anne Re: 
who love their no-good brother J 
on Robards, Jr.) itfter their respec- 
tive fashions. ie is smug and sweet 
and unknowingly incestuous; Anna is 
the calm observer who keeps things to 
herself. One day foolish, feck Julian 
comes home from Chicago with a child 
bride (Rochelle Oliver), a parcel of pres- 
ents and a pocketful of money. The 
isastrous, This is a family that 
cannot stand or unde: id success from 
the idolized male they wanted to keep 
a state of perpetual infancy. Julia 
comeuppance, when he’s robbed 
horribly mutilated, puts the drab N 
Orleans house irrevocably back where it 
was in the beginning. Miss Hellman 
res to out-Faulkner ‘Lennessee Wil- 
‘out-Williams Truman Capote, and 
jonally out-Hellman Hellman, Like: 
fan's mother-in-law (Irene Worth) is 
thy, ughtlipped woman with a 
Negro lover (Percy Rodriguez); Julian’s 
child bride is a frightening case of 
nymphomania with a touch of imbecility. 
And so on, At the Hudson Theatre, West 
44th Street, NYC. 


A Thurber Comivel is all James and a 
< this 


smile wide. Ordinarily one 
humorist for granted, someone to be 
read by the fire contemplatively. 
with a sheep dog nuyzling the pages: but 
somehow, with Tom Ewell, Paul Ford, 
Peggy Cass and a few others skitterin 
nd on stage under Burgess Mere- 
dith’s impish direction. his superlative 

ure effortlessly trans: 
lated to the animated of the 
theatre. No point in bounding the cock- 
ed longitude and Jassitude of the 
hurber counay— from the daydream. 
ing Walter Mitty and a drunken G 
eral Giant 3 


wit and whimsy 


world 


Appomattox to 2 pair of 


tipsy comm 
from Mac 


son a shopping tour 
Muman’s. It suflices to 
say that almost everything in this stage- 
piece has a special meaning for people 
with sad dogs and sommolent seals, for 
men who cin never get mermaids to sit 
up straight in chairs—in other words, 


's to 


just about all of us. At the ANTA, 245 
West 52nd Street, NYC. 


FILMS 


Those sated with Ja 
in films should find tkiw fascinating. 
This most recent work to appear here 
by the director of Rashomon, Akira 
Kurosawa, is, in addition to many other 
things, a story of life in Japan tod: 
Thiru (“To Live,” as the distributor has 
it, or “Living”) is the story of the last 
six months of a dying bureaucrat. If chat 
sounds dull, Mr. Kurosawa has some 
surprises. Not the least of them is the 
wildly unorthodox and successful treat- 
ment of the last third of the picture, By 
this point the hero is already dead, alter 
having survived: the casual and cutting 
ingratitude of his only son, for whose 
benefit he thought he was living: a 
doomed but touching romance with a 
young woman; and an awareness of the 
waste that has been his life. Suddenly 
we are at his wake. There, as the talk 
and the sake flow, we gradually discover 
in a series of flashbacks (cach told from 
the viewpoint of the various and mostly 
unsympathetic mourners) the hero's Tast 
and perhaps only real accomplishment: 
the construction of a tiny park where 
once there had been a swamp. The 
heroism of this tiny conquest of the 
System, petty officialdom, indifference, 
What you will, is made infinitely more 
uagic and relevant for its being told by 
complacent carcerists, fools and 
drels, A film of cari i 


, of com 


The story of The Story on Page One is 
a bore, but the acting isn't. Clifford 
Odets, given conwol of the direction as 
well as the script for the first time since 
None but the Lonely Heart, has made 
the most of his chance to put together a 
st that really supports the commer- 
ally essential stars. The courtroom 
drama he has given them, however, is 
insupportable, Almost from the begin- 
ning you are told vife Rita 
Hayworth and her timid accountant boy- 
friend are innocent of murdering her 
brutish detective husband. And from 
that moment on you are certain: that 
defense attorney Anthony Franciosa, 
though overacting as usual, cannot lose 
his case, This would be a violation of 
the unwritten code of the happy ending 
to which Jerry Wald, the producer, 
surely subscribes. Hence no suspense. 
Only classics and Westerns are endur- 
able when the outcome is known in ad- 
vance; and there is never any real doubt 
about and Tony's victory, This 
said, though, it must be remarked that 
Odets and the rest of the cast give you 
plenty to watch: Mildred Dunnock as 


at house 


Mall-S 


heft & 


SHEAFFER'S 
PFM. 


PEN FOR MEN 


Here’s your kind of pen— 
broad-shouldered, solid, com- 
fortable. Writes free and easy 
with an inlaid point that 
can take man-sized pressure. 
Massive capacity... fills 
Sheaffer’s exclusive Snorkel 
Pen way. 5 models, + colors, 
8 point styles. Sets $14.95 
to $35, pens $10 to $25. For 
the last word in writing, say 
“PEFM...Pen For Men.” 


tyled 


(©1000 w.A. SWEAIFER PEN CO.« FORT MADISOH, 1OWA. SHEAFFER PWS... muiCO HART Aine 
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INSPIRED BY MEN 


THE SEAFORTH HIGHLANDERS! 


Kandahar, Afghanistan—1860: 
After a forced march of 303 miles 
in searing desert heat, this famous 
Scottish regiment launched fierce 
bayonet attacksagainst marauding 
tribesmen—slashed their way to 

victory in hand-to-hand combat! 
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COOLS AND SOOTHES SHAVING STING! 


© Exclusive Seaforth formula gives you that 
wonderful, tingling, healing feeling! 


® Peretrates Instantly—speeds replacement 
of natural face oils you shave awey! 


© Subtle Scotch Heather scent—ruggedly 
masculine, refreshingly fragrant! 


STILL OnLY 


$190 


26 MINUTE SHAVE * PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE AID +» DEODORANTS 


MEN'S TOILETRIES i 


the gentecl but vicious mother of Ri 
boyfriend (well played by G 
herine Squire as Rits’s mother, a 
tof a simple woman graced 
t understanding and a fine 

‘of humor: prosecutor Sanford 
ner: judge Hugh Griffith: and Jay 
sa hard-ofhearing insurance 
an. Odets .tlso gives you much to: 
listen to: just about his best dialog to 
date, unmarred by any of the old 
pocury”: there isn’t a word that rings 
false. Next time out, he just may pro- 
duce a real winner 


Expresso Bongo is a seamy, steamy little 
comedy about lowlife and highlife in 
the English pop music business, which 
it seems is all too depressingly similar to 
ours. Briefly, this is the story of the mak- 
ing of a rock-n-roll star, and the un- 
doing of the entrepreneur who made 
him. Grim as the preceding may sound, 
there are lots of Taughs in Bongo; the 
san adaptation of a very successtu 
musical by one of England’s wittier 
writers, Wolf Mankowitz, But many of 
hs are as cheap and empty and 


the lau 
table as the people who provide 
them. Those who saw the stage version 
say that much of its edge heen 
blunted in translation to. the sere 
Surprises include a real live burley line 
wiggling and jiggling almost in the raw: 
also a rousing performance hy Laurence 
h little promoter who 


Haryey as the tor 


nearly shoves his way into the bi 


a his ersatz Presley. It’s a big 
for H from cool to hot, and whei 
he’s not imitating Danny Kaye or him- 
self, he’s convincing. About the only 


sticky thing the plot lacks is payola 


Seven Thieves drops Edward G. Rol: 
son, Rod Steiger. Eli Wallach and a few 
other heavies onto Monte Carlo, puts 
into their minds an intricate plan for 
safe-cracking caper, allows them to carr 
it off per schedule, then deftly louses 
them up and manages to satisly audi- 
ence and Code alike by neatly allow 
the best of the bad guys to walk off 
seathed and rich while the nasties go to 
their various dooms, Robinson, an actor 
who keeps ripening through the years, 
is a joy to watch; Steiger runs him 
close second and is alloted one very wet, 
typically Steigerean weeping scene: that 
good actor, Wallach, is stuck is: a role 
that is just not flashy enough for his 
colorful talents. Joan Collins hat 
around, supplementing the decor, an¢ 
does two low-down, underdressed dances. 
Scripted by Sydney Boehm and directed 
by Henry Hathaway, this film is plenty 
fun. 


Now that the Soviet nally re- 
leased the late Sergei Eisenstein’s Ivan 
the Terrible: Part I, the film’s history scemis 


Wherever their leisure takes them, sportsmen are happy in Hanes trim Sports 
Briefs. Wear 'em under swim trunks or Bermudas. Wear 'em as—or with— 
underwear for mild extra support. 100% stretch nylon means your Sports Briefs 
will fit like a shadow, dry in minutes. Full-fashioned double-reinforced crotch 
with no seams to chafe or bind. White, red, blue, black at just $1.50 boxed. 


If your favorite store is temporarily out of Sports Briefs, use this handy coupon... = 


underwear - sleepwear - socks for men 


P. H. Hanes Knitting Co., Winston-Salem 1, North Carolina » Scandinavia: AMtiebolaget Melka, Géteborg, Sweden 
‘Australia: La Mode Industnes, Ply. Ltd., Fitzroy - New Zealand: Soma-President Textiles Lid., Wellington 


P, H. HANES KNITTING CO., Dept. QP 
Winston-Salem, N.C. 


Please send me_—__Hanes Sports® Briefs at $1.50 ea. 


i i 
i 1 
1 1 
1 1 
\ 1 
| plus 25c for handling charges. Size _(S.M.LXL). | 
\ 1 
| ——white red, ——_blue, black 1 
\ 1 
—————— 1 
\ i 
| Address : ! 
Ve] 
| [yCheck —_C] Money order enclosed 1 
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ANYWHERE 


ANY WEATHER... Wherever you find people, you'll find Alligator— 
the coat you'll live in! Alligator gives you the protection you need— 
and the fabric, fit and fashion you want. Choose from gabardines, 
smart wools, colorful yarn-dyed cottons, Kodel* polyester blends, 
Dacron? polyester blends—waterproofs, too. Unbeatable values from 
$11.75 to $65.75. At better stores everywhere. 


SHOWN BELOW: the STORMWIND. Fine cotton poplin tightly woven 
of selected combed yarns. High water repellency. $15.95. Plaid lined, 
$19.95. From the best name in all-weather coats and rainwear... 


or 


All-weather coats 


*Eastman TM. 
4Dupont TAL. 


The Alligator Company St. Louis, New York, Chicago, Los Angeles 


more mysterious than ever. Tt was 
banned, presumably by Stalin, some 
fourteen years ago. Why, we may never 
nw. For Part IL involves much more 
justification of terror than the first part 
and. includes very much the same sort 
of bellicose patriotism as the last speech 
Alexander Nevsky. Speculation about 
nd other aspects of the Eisenstein 
probably will com 


= 


inue for 
is discussed. 


s 


om the dea 


of 


ushing of 
in the country (the 
© boyars),_incdudi Tast 
sof his own 


wi 


his ene: 


with Ivan threatening “to raise the 
sword of justice against the en 
outside.” Had Iv ific 


played by Nikolai Cherkassov) been pre- 
sented with anything but the utmost 
sympathy, the banning of the film all 
these years might be comprehensible. 
But throughout he is a hero with the 
science of a Hamlet. The disapp 
nt for film buffs, howeve 
this, but in the baroque, thea 
of it all. This style, stilted and static 
the grandiosity of posture and gesture. 
thrills all of those who preter the theatri- 
cal to the filnic—even in movies. If 
that’s what you dig, OK. but Eisenstein 
knew beuer, and in his curly a 

showed the world what film could be. 
There are glimpses of genius in this. 
though, and enstein’s last film. 50 
you'd better see it if only for the record. 


Jozz on @ Summer's Day, eighty minutes 


of unadulterated music clocked the 
1958 } ny child 
of Bert arold New 
York commer apher with 


no previous moviemaking experience. 
There's no real story line; just superb 
sound, color photography that shows you 
every shade of pink im Gerry Mulligan’s 
cheeks, and a continuity that keeps you 
gassed from the opening title music 
(Jimmy Giullre’s Train and the River) 
to the solemnly lovely close (Mahalia 


Jackson The Lord's Prayer). 
Even the comedy notes— Louis Ann 
strong’s ime: with emcee Willis 
Conover, the mugging of Aniti O'T 


and Dinah Washington —are natural 
and unobtrusive. Cameras range all the 
way fron: tight close-ups of Chico Hane 
ilton to ron noramas of Newport 
streets, house: clus. The 
7500 feet (distilled from 130,000 shot 
x the four-day fiesta) are edited 
to hold you 
to Big Maybelle 
Chosen Six. One small com- 
: Ellington's big band should have 
been given the footage wasted on Chuck 
Berry’s rock“n-roll: gymnastics. 
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TROUBLE IN MAKEQUTSVILLE 


a cross-country junket with a boy, a girl 


and that old devil frustration fiation 6 veneer co.o 


‘ vi 
€; 


< ae analt iE) 


1 DON'T HAVE MUCH TO RECOMMEND ME BUT GOOD LOOKS, SMART WAYS, AND A RESISTANT HEART. 
BUT MY LOOKS ARE NOT SO GOOD AS ALL THAT (TWO-COLORED EYES), MY WAYS ARE SMART ENOUGH 
ONLY TO GET ME IN TROUBLE (AFTERTHOUGHTS, NOSTALGIA, FITS OF TEMPER), AND MY HEART 
TURNS OUT TO BE SENTIMENTAL JUST WHEN | THINK | HAVE THINGS ALL UNDER CONTROL. YOU 
HAVE TO BE A GENIUS TO GET ALONG MY WASTING, SPOILING WAY IN THE WORLD, AND I'M NOT A 
GENIUS. I'M OF THE SPECIES MAKE/US OUT/UM. SOMETIMES | DO; ALWAYS | DON'T. “COMPLEX?” 
SAYS MAX, MY AGENT. “WHY, LUCKAROONEY, YOU'RE PRACTICALLY RUSSIAN."’ HE CALLS ME LUCK- 
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arooney because my name is Lucky. He 
calls me complex because my life is 
complicated. 

For example, they did a pilot film 
for a new adult Western with me as the 
star. Lucky me, you might say. I got to 
wear the white sombrero — not the star's 
buddy, not the villain, but the star. 
Howsowhomever, they peddled this 
show from New York to Havana, and it 
was the sole and only Western series they 
couldn't sell that year. My Iuck. A few 
weeks’ work, then dumped on the street 
again, and wheeled around in my agent's 
barrow. I was offered work in a stag 
movie, and they promised to help me 
out by cutting and splicing, splicing 
and cutting, so I wouldn’t have to worry 
about my performance — and I could 
wear a false nose — but like I said, I’m 
sentimental. It was either network tele- 
vision or Hollywood, no convention pro- 
ductions for me. 

Then I did a disc jockey show. Glam- 
orous, eh? But have you ever been the 
most popular disc jockey in Grass Lake, 
Michigan? I headed back East. I told my 
agent: “Jockey me no more discs, pal, 
do me a favor. Find ne something for 
my kind of man.” 

“Listen, that stag film outfit, they say 
you can pick your co-star among some 
of the finest ingénues on Third Avenue.” 

“J said out, Max. My mother didn’t 
raise me to work my way to fame and 
fortune down there.” 

“AIL right, Lucky, then there's just 
this one little deal on at the moment, 
It's not much dough, sure, but maybe 
it could lead to something —” 

What it turned out to lead to was 
Gulf Ditch, Alabama, Laredo, Texas, 
Fresno, California, and a long, long 
road a-winding. Here was the deal: 
There was this new magazine, Hike!, 
sort of like Holiday, only smaller and 
poorer. And there was this new car 
some tich Portugee was putting out, 
sort of like the Fiat station wagon, but 
smaller and funnier, The magazine had 
gimmicks — stories about Fun Traveling 
On a C Note. The Lisbon Station Wagon 
had gimmicks — a double bed unfolding 
to fill the whole interior, a tube lead- 
ing to a reserve tank of Azores wine, 
and a ticket that allowed you to fill 
this tank six times free at your nearest 
Portuguese wine shop. The ex-wife of 
the publisher of Hike! was now cabin 
girl on the yacht of Paolo San Paolo, 
designer of the Lisbon, and ‘twixt the 
two of them, they had had like this 
swell trip across the Mediterranean. But 
she had one more idea in return for her 
second income (alimony, plus a cabin 
girl’s regular salary in silk undies and 
heartfelt thanks). Hike! would send a 
typical American couple across country 
in the Lishon, reporting for the maga- 
zine on the travel scene, publicizing the 
Lisbon, making it big in the papers for 


both outfits as we received the keys to 
various cities. Each mayor would get a 
free subscription to Hike! and a voucher 
good for purchase of a Lisbon upon 
presentation together with $2000 cash. 
All the sponsors needed was a typical 
American couple, clever, sociable, pho- 
togenic, and willing to work for a 
Portuguese pittance. 
Would I do it? 


This is not a quiz show, but when, 


you're starving and don't have enough 
money to replace the buttons on your 
collars, the answer is fixed. Would I do 
it for small money? Would I travel 
across country with some lovely chick? 
Would 1? Would 1? 

Suspense! Will Luckarooney nibble, 
will he bite? Question mark, question 
mark, question mark. Suspense, sus- 
pense, suspense. Dot dot dot. . . 

Man, would I! (Answer: Si!) “There 
is no American couple more typical 
than I,” I informed Max. “And besides, 
no matter what they pay, it’s easier than 
acting in stag movies.” 

“Not easier,” he said pensively, “but 
it does have more class.” 

There seemed to be a little problem 
inherent in the situation. There always 
is, natch. The billing was supposed to 
be for a couple, newlyweds, who would 
make subscribers and car-purchasers 
open their mouths for that long senti- 
mental American sigh (‘Aren't they 
cute?"), and although I have maybe a 
split personality with definite schizoid 
leanings, neither half of me is a sweet, 
winsome, photogenic girl who could 
write dispatches to Hike! or at least type 
them (Grappo portable typewriter sup- 
plied by a Portuguese importer trying 
to crash the Amerlo market). 

And so we auditioned models. Max 
looks like the kind of agent who audi- 
tions models well into the night. He is 
both balding and afflicted with too much 
hair—that sparse retreat at the fore- 
head, that jungle rush past the temples. 
“Not you, honey. Well, maybe for an- 
other job, but not this one. No, sorry, 
honey, but just call me Max.” We 
talked with a Miss Rheingold runner- 
up; we talked with a girl who smoothed 
her stockings on the late, late show and 
showed her wrinkled, crinkled forehead 
(peForE: Brainwashing) in the commer- 
cials (AFTER: Evening gown and danc- 
ing); we talked with a girl who had 
played Medea on Second Avenue. But 
the first girl couldn’t write or type, the 
second one felt that the double bed 
wasn't large enough for the two of us 
(“What kind of pajamas you give this 
lunk, cast iron?” she asked Max about 
me), and the third felt that the payment 
in travel expenses plus heartfelt thanks 
and all the publicity we could garner 
was not enough for the job. It looked 
as if the species model and actress was 
out. We could not find an oddball pro, 


we had to find an oddball oddball. We 
put an advt in The Village Voice: 


GIRL NEEDED—writer, model, ac- 
tress type, opportunity to see coun- 
try, make name, brains and class 
essential, up-and-upsville. Send pix, 
Box 491. 


I needn't describe the creeps we 
found, Nobody knows the trouble we 
saw and rejected, nobody but me and 
Max. Some girls seem to think that 
wearing no panties is class and having 
a central nervous system will do for 
brains. It won't do. You need more 
than twitchy ganglia and a cooperative 
heart to qualify for high adventure 
with me on the Open Road. 

Then in pranced this girl, name of 
Cleanthe, pronounced Cleo. When I say 
she pranced in, I mean just that —the 
fine high step of a horse fed on Ken- 
tucky blue grass, only this was a filly 
fed on ego and steaks, full of Southern 
graces and a hard New York mind after 
two years of it. Skidmore College, ac- 
tress, traveler, her letter said, and Max 
and 1 fought over the picture. “Prob- 
ably,” I remarked enviously as he put 
it in his pocket, “probably clipped it 
from some other girl.” 

“Probably,” he had said, “probably 
better ask her in. Look, Lucky, suppose 
she's right. Suppose this is it. You get 
the girl, at least let me keep the picture, 
OK, pal” 

“Yeah,” I had sullenly replied, “but 
suppose she doesn’t look like this and 
you get the picture and I get nothing 
but my deceived hopes.” 

“Don’t tell me about that resistant 
heart of yours again, boy. I may be your 
agent, but if you need professional 
therapy ——” 

I couldn't afford it. And I didn’t need 
it, for Cleo looked like her picture only 
sweeter, creamier, prouder, more like 
Cleo. She pranced in, as I said, and 
smart? She had a curve to her calf that 
took me back to some dream of a girl’s 
legs that I could almost —not quite — 
didn’t need to remember. She existed; 
she was real. Lord, smarter, better look- 
ing, and with a more resistant heart 
than even old Lucky's, She had a long 
neck (pride) and smudged eyes (intel- 
lect). She had a plump little mouth for 
telling lies. She had charm. 

We explained the deal while she put 
on her heavy black hipster glasses to 
prove that she was listening. “Uh-huh,” 
she said. “I like the little problem. The 
only little problem to the little prob- 
lem is—* 

“What?” 

“You,” she said, fixing me with an 
eye in which ice cubes fit into ice cubes, 
all the way back to her planning, 
scheming, harassing Kentucky girlhood. 
“We have to hang together on this deal. 

(continued cn page 62) 


nostalgia By CHARLES BEAUMONT 


REQUIEM FOR RADIO 
it created a world that had to be believed to be seen 


THE PROBLEM, A TYPICAL ONE, WAS TO TURN A MAN INSIDE ouT. Gordon Hughes, grand master of an art lost to us 
now, considered and rejected the obvious solutions. It had to be authentic, not merely convincing. Of course, it 
was a good bet that most people did not know what a man being turned inside out sounded like, but the wonder 
and the challenge of it was that they knew what a man being turned inside out did not sound like. Hughes and 
his fellow alchemists realized this odd fact. By the tedious process of trial and error they found that in order to 
express the whole they would have to separate the parts, as follows: (1) Flesh: a rubbery, snapping effect; (2) Bones: 
a grinding, crunching effect; and (3) Blood and Guts: a squishing effect. Thus categorized, the job became a 


matter of routine. For the first part of the problem, Flesh, they used a length of inner (continued on page 50) 33 


“But, Frankie — what about the bridal suite we reserved at the Astor?” 


BEATRICE PAUL 


of aging amorists and nubile nymphets 


THAT MAY-DECEMBER MADNESS 


article py 1voR WILLIAMS 


THERE USED TO BE A TIME when an Old Boys’ banquet consisted of 
rare roast beef, booze and cigars, with a frisky young chick busting 
out of a cardboard cake for dessert. 

But lately that’s all been changed. 

What with low-protein diets, moderate smoking, and the insidious 
ineffectiveness of 86-proof bourbon, the Forty-Plus set is just as likely 
to top off the calory count with a small helping of prune whip and 
a large dose of after-dinner statistics on the Problems of Aging. 

My advice to the senior members is to put the cuties back in the 
cakes and quit worrying. Judging from the way the Older Man has 
been making out in the popular arts, the real problems of aging are 
Not overweight, retirement or bursitis, but how to cope with all the 
nubile young dolls who are ready and eager to leap into their 
mellow old laps and help make life's afternoon an action-packed 
matinee of dalliance and delight. 

Not long ago, for instance, we were treated to film versions of 
two Broadway hits featuring a couple of venerable lover boys whose 
mature charms worked like catnip and cantharides on such semi- 
youthful types as Kim Novak and Mitzi Gaynor. In South Pacific, 
little Nellie Forbush — who admits to being as normal as blueberry 
pie — finds herself so smitten by the silver-thatched suavity of Emile 
De Becque that it’s all she can do to make it from one music-cue to 
the next. And this despite the fact that Emile is old enough to be 
her father, has a café-espresso accent, and two Polynesian offspring 
who keep singing this one damned song in French: Dites Moi Pour- 
quoi, already. 

Of course, old man De Becque had a Rodgers-and-Hammerstein 
score and a lot of lush scenery going for him. But how can one 
explain the attraction that Fredric (continued on page #6) 
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a touchof lovage, a pinch of ros 


d menus go into orbil 


THE LIFE 
OF SPICE 


“VARIETY’S THE VERY SPICE of life,” wrote Wil- 
liam Cowper, and, counterclockwise, spices 


can be the very life of cooking, in the infinite 
variety they provide. This fact, while mouth- 
watering, is hardly news, since men have been 
Setting sail since Columbus’ time, and before, 
in hopes of returning laden with precious 
condiments. What is new is that more spices, 
and more different spices, are being used now 
than ever before. 

To set things straight at the outset, by 
spices” we mean all the culinary catalysts the 
French call aromatiques, including the fa 
miliar dried seeds, roots and buds (celery seed, 
ginger, cloves), the leaves of plants we com- 
monly call herbs (basil, bay leaf) and many 
concentrated products like onion juice and 
powdered garlic. The owners of spice emporia 
can vouch for the fact that men are the chief 
purchasers in the present-day spice rush. Male 
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traffic at their counters has sent sales of 
parsley flakes, dried chili, red pepper 
and garlic powder zooming five hun- 
dred percent since the war, while pizza 
partisans have boosted oregano con- 
sumption five thousand percent in the 
same decade, And there’s been a corre- 
sponding boom in the sale of compara- 
tively exotic items like coriander, fen- 
nel seed, cumin, lovage, tarragon, etc, 
etc. This masculine interest is under 
standable, since it’s always been the 
male chef who’s had the daring and 
imagination needed to experiment with 
spices. 

A few assorted tips, for the would-be 
connoisseur, on selection, storage and 
preparation: whenever possible, spices 
should be freshly chopped or ground. 
The obvious superiority in taste of pep- 
per milled at the table, whole nutmeg 
grated into terrapin stew, or mint leaves 
bruised in the julep glass all testify to 
the importance of this dictum. Then 
there's the trick of warming spices be- 
fore they're used. To literally curry fa- 
yor with your guests, warm the curry 
powder for 2 few minutes in an oven or 
double boiler before you add it to a 
sauce. And when you add sage to a stew, 
don’t drop it in cold —simmer it in a 
little water for a minute or two before 
it goes into the pot. 

Many spices only surrender their full 
flavor after long slow simmering. The 
bouquet garni, for instance, a trio or 
quartet of spices tied in cheesecloth and 
used in soups and stews, will only be 
effective after about an hour's cooking. 
Very long cooking, on the other hand, 
can dissipate a spice’s benefits. If you're 
simmering a whole corned beef for four 
and a half hours, you'd do best to add 
your spices about an hour before you 
take the beef off the fire. 

If using herbs is new to you, you 
should know that the dried varieties are 
three to four times stronger than the 
fresh. Sometimes the flavors and fra- 
grances of fresh and dried herbs are poles 
apart. Fresh chives and dried chives, for 
instance, hardly seem like the same 
botanical specimens. In cream cheese, 
fresh chives are best. In a clam chowder, 
fresh thyme would seem like a weak 
sister alongside the traditional dried 
thyme. For the average cuisinier's cup- 
board, many fresh herbs just can’t be 
obtained, but fresh chives, chervil and 
tarragon are usually available through- 
out the year from wholesale vegetable 
dealers catering to the better bistros. 

For best results, buy spices in tightly 
closed glass containers, in the smallest 
possible quantities at a time, and store 
them in dry, cool places. 

Here, in convenient alphabetical or- 
der, are some of the spices you'll most 
often use, and when and how to use 
them: 

Allspice: Not, as it would seem to be, 


a combination of spices, but a dried 
aromatic berry. Adds a mild spicy-sweet 
zip to stews or meat pies. Add it to the 
water in which fresh salmon is boiled. 
Use ground in Swedish meat balls. 

Anise Seed: A licorice-like spice which 
blends well in fruit compotes, especially 
apple compote. May be used with cer- 
tain vegetables like glazed carrots or 
mashed sweet potatoes, but don’t over 
work it. 

Basil: One of the mainstays of the 
Italian cucina, basil is indispensable for 
all tomato sauces, tomato soups or even 
stews containing tomatoes, and a bit of 
it does wonders for French green beans. 
It enhances minestrone soup. Sprinkle 
fresh basil over mackerel or eel before 
cooking. 

Bay Leaf: Necessary for almost all 
marinades, sauerbraten, venison stew, 
and for the water in which tongue or 
corned beef are cooked. Fasten a leaf 
here and there on the skewer the next 
time you make shish kebab. 

Caraway Seeds: If you have an addic- 
tion to sour rye bread, you'll enjoy cara- 
way seeds in beef stroganoff, in sauer- 
kraut, especially when cooked with pork, 
and in noodles. Very congenial with 
cream cheese or cottage cheese spreads. 

Cardamom Seeds: Enclosed in a paper- 
thin pod which breaks easily with finger 
pressure, the little dark seeds are often 
served in cocktail lounges to be chewed 
as an antidote to liquor breath. Delight- 
ful in demitasse or hot coffee drinks, 

Cayenne Pepper: Unlike black or 
white pepper, which are dried berries, 
cayenne pepper is derived from the 
capsicim pod, is also known as ch 
pepper. In its ground form it’s very hot 
and should be used sparingly. Add it to 
mayonnaise, mild sauces and gravies, 
lobster newburgh, patty of chicken, 
cream of mushroom soup or any dish 
that may need spark. 

Chervil: Cousin to the parsley in 
flavor, chervil serves well in thick puree 
soups like split pea or black bean, in 
butter sauces brushed over steaks or 
broiled fish, and in seafood spreads. 
Fresh chervil enlivens spring salads 
marvelously. Together with fresh chives 
and tarragon, it forms the tio of 
chopped herbs known as fines herbes 
used in omelets. 

Chili Powder: Besides its obvious use 
in chili con carne and tamales, chili 
powder adds a fine earthy touch to 
avocado spreads, corn chowder, shrimp 
creole and other dishes of the bayou 
country. 

Coriander: Goes well with such bour- 
geoise fare as stuffed cabbage, or with 
the most elegant lobster newburgh or 
Jobster Americaine. An easy — and delec- 
table — bachelor's dessert, canned rice 
pudding, is made even better with a 
sprinkling of ground coriander. 

Cumin: Essential for traditional Mid- 


die East dishes, including lamb stews, 
stuffed grape leaves and eggplant in 
thousands of forms. Especially welcome 
with lentils or dried beans. It makes 
curry currier. 

Dill Seed: Use ground dill seeds for 
grooming cabbage, cole slaw, potato 
salad, beet salad and for the mayon- 
naise dressing in seafood salads, espe- 
cially of Scandinavian or German origin. 

Fennel Seed: Similar to anise in its 
aromatic flavor, fennel finds its way into 
such meats as spareribs or roast pork, 
into vegetables like zucchini and other 
squashes, and into apple pie or apple 
compote. 

Garlic: On the spice shelf this bulb 
of the lily family now appears as liquid 
garlic, garlic powder or garlic salt. All 
three forms eliminate the fussy job of 
peeling and mincing fresh garlic. Garlic 
powder is the easiest to manage. Though 
more vigorous than onion in flavor, 
garlic may be used in almost all recipes 
calling for onion. French and Italian 
chefs, who couldn’t cook without garlic, 
add it only from the tip of 2 spoon or 
the finger tips. Keep it far away from 
bland chicken dishes and delicate sea- 
food like crabmeat. 

Ginger: Although dried ginger hardly 
needs any introduction to a man who's 
eaten pumpkin pie or plum pudding, 
the fresh ginger root is a delightful ad- 
junct to countless Chinese and Poly- 
nesian dishes. It’s normally available in 
shops catering to the Oriental or Carib- 
bean population. 

Mace: The outer husk of the nutmeg, 
known as mace, can be used like nutmeg 
as a sprinkling for egg nogs or sherry 
flips. Spray it lightly into oyster stew or 
Welsh rabbit. 

Marjoram: Tame oregano, appropri- 
ately called sweet marjoram because of 
its delicate aroma. In poultry stuffings 
or fish stuffings it plays a minor but very 
essential role, 

Oregano: Distinctive in all pizzas and 
pasta sauces, oregano is almost brash in 
flavor. It is used effectively in braised 
dishes like Swiss steak or potted steak. 
Sprinkle it lightly into prepared canned 
tomato sauce. In a green salad — used 
warily —it adds a rustic Sicilian accent 
to the oliveoil dressing. 

Paprika: Like cayenne, paprika is 
processed from a species of capsicum. 
Unlike cayenne, it’s quite mild. Used 
by many cooks for its color — sprinkled 
cover chops, steaks or fish before broiling 
to give added brownness—it’s an in- 
nocuous pigment. The best Hungarian 
or Spanish paprikas, however, possess 
their own individual flavors. Indispensa- 
ble in goulash, chicken paprikash, oyster 
or dam stew. 

Rosemary: This thin spike of an herb 
Possesses an all-out “herby” flavor. It has 
an especial affinity for lamb, but 

(continued on page 40) 


1» pahgGr 4ca 2h Sep 


See ot 


39 


“I can’t find the snap...” 
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shouldn't be used with beef because of 
its bold pungency. 

Sage: Available in whole leaves or in 
the powder known as rubbed sage, its 
faintly bitter taste is especially good in 
the stuffing for goose or duck. If you can 
get it fresh, sprinkle it into a veal stew 
or over veal scallopine. 

Saffron: The most expensive of all 
spices, saffron contains a deep yellow 
pigment that colors all food it touches. 
Add saffron to rice dishes like arroz con 
pollo or risotto, remembering that a lit- 
tle pinch will flavor a cup of liquid. Its 
concentrated though mild flavor is essen- 
tial in bouillabaisse. 

Tarragon: One of the most aromatic 
of all herbs, tarragon enjoys its widest 
use perhaps in tarragon vinegar. Use 
it sparingly in marinades, ragouts and 
pot roasts. Add it to dressings for sea- 
food salads and to tartar sauce. 

Thyme: Could almost be called the 
Friday herb because of its widespread 
use in clam chowder. It goes equally 
well in finnan haddie chowder. Very 
satisfying in pasta sauces and in tomato 
aspics. 

Turmeric: A member of the ginger 
family, ground turmeric is effective in 
chow chow, pickle relishes and curries, 
Add a dash of it to the hot mustard 
made from dry English mustard. 

To use spices subtly doesn’t mean 
that one must always use them in little 
wisps and snatches. Consider the French 
steak poivrade, in which freshly cracked 
whole pepper is liberally sprinkled over 
thick beef steaks, then pounded in with 
a mallet before the steaks are broiled — 
a perfect example of spices used boldly 
but not frivolously. Along the same lines 
a genuine beef goulash is doused with 
the best Hungarian paprika so gener- 
ously that the paprika sinks into every 
atom of meat in the pot. 

On the other hand, the classical bread 
sauce for pheasant and other game is a 
delicate compound of fresh white bread 
crumbs and milk or cream. And when 
an experienced game chef makes this 
bread sauce, he lowers a small onion 
into the milk just before it’s scalded. 
Before the onion goes into the saucepan, 
however, he sneaks two whole cloves into 
the onion. In this case, his aromatique 
is as modest as it can be. Then, when 
the sauce is finished, the onion with its 
cloves is removed. The end product is a 
richly comforting taste with the inobtru- 
sive flayors merged in the most pleasant 
manner. 

A common confusion among those 
to whom herbs and spices are a new and 
exciting territory, is the difference be- 
tween flavoring and seasoning. Once 
this is understood —and it’s a simple 
matter—the determination of correct 
amounts of condiments is more easily 
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arrived at. When you season a dish, 
then, you are using condiments to en- 
hance and bring out its natural taste 
and aroma. When you flavor a dish, you 
are imposing the taste of the flavoring 
agent on the taste buds, combining the 
basic taste of the foodstuff itself with 
the taste of the spice. Examples of fla- 
yored dishes are the curries and chili 
con carne. Every dish you eat is seasoned 
in some way, if only with salt and pep- 
Tr. 
When all is said and done, the art of 
knowing how much of a particular spice 
or blend of spices goes into any dish 
must be more or less self-taught. But 
when in doubt, proceed with caution. 
For the half-dozen happy recipes that 
follow, however, you need have no 
trepidation. Proceed with confidence, 
and expect to garner congratulations. 


HERB BUTTER 
(4 cup) 

y, Ib. unsalted butter 

2 teaspoons finely minced fresh chives 

1, teaspoon dried chervil 

Y teaspoon ground coriander 

Let butter stand at room temperature 
until soft enough to spread easily. Add 
the chives, chervil and coriander. Mix 
thoroughly with rubber spatula. Place 
in refrigerator, keep tightly covered and 
let stand at least two hours for the fla- 
vors to ripen. Spread generously on 
canapé wafers, thin sliced rye bread, or 
toast. Top with sliced canned ham or 
with small cornucopias of prosciutto 
ham. Then cut into small sections and 
serve at the martini hour. 


COLD SHRIMP, MUSTARD DRESSING 
(Serves two) 


1 Ib. cooked shrimp, 
deveined 

2 egg yolks 

2 teaspoons prepared mustard 

1 teaspoon dry mustard 

Y teaspoon turmeric 

2 tablespoons vinegar 

2 tablespoons sugar 

¥, teaspoon onion salt 

¥, cup diced celery 

2 tablespoons minced green pepper 

lettuce leaves 

2 medium-size tomatoes 

Beat the egg yolks well in a small bowl. 
(Use the egg whites in a pink lady for 
your date.) Gradually add the prepared 
mustard, dry mustard, turmeric, vinegar, 
sugar and onion salt. Beat until the mix- 
ture is smooth and completely free of 
lumps. Place the egg-yolk mixture in the 
top part of a double boiler over sim- 
mering water. The water in the bottom 
section should not touch the top sec- 
tion. Beat constantly with a wire whip 
until the mixture just begins to thicken. 
This may take less than a minute. Re- 


peeled and 


move immediately from the fire. Turn 
the mixture into a bowl. Chill in the 
refrigerator. Mix the mustard sauce with 
the shrimp, celery and green pepper. 
Line a bowl with lettuce leaves, spoon 
the shrimp mixture over the lettuce, 
and garnish with tomato wedges. 


CORNED BEEF, CABBAGE WITH DILL 
(Serves four) 


2 six-oz. sealed packages sliced cooked 

corned beef 

21b. head cabbage 

1 Spanish onion 

8 tablespoons butter 

8 tablespoons heavy cream 

1 teaspoon ground dill seed 

salt, pepper 

monosodium glutamate 

Remove any bruised or spotted outer 
leaves from the cabbage, and cut through 
the core into quarters. Remove the core 
sections and cut the cabbage into 14 
in, slices. Cook in rapidly boiling 
salted water until just barely tender, 
about five to ten minutes. Do not cook 
to the limp stage. Drain the cabbage. 
Cut the onion in half through the stem 
end; then cut crosswise into thinnest 
possible slices. Melt the butter in a large 
saucepan, Add the onion, and sauté 
only until the onion is light yellow, not 
brown. Add the cabbage, cream and 
ground dill seed. Simmer slowly, stirring 
well, until cabbage is heated through. 
‘Add salt, pepper and monosodium glu- 
tamate to taste. 

Place the unopened packages of 
corned beef in rapidly boiling water. 
(Don’t worry: the packaging won't melt.) 
Boil three to four minutes. Arrange the 
corned beef slices over cabbage on plat- 
ter or serving plates. Freshly boiled 
parsley potatoes or boiled potatoes in 
the jacket usually flank this dish. 


BEEF SAUTE WITH PAPRIKA 
(Serves four) 


2 Ibs. beef, top sirloin, sliced 1% 
in. thick, about | in. square 

1 teaspoon meat tenderizer 

2 tablespoons salad oil 

2 tablespoons butter 

I teaspoon parsley flakes 

Y, teaspoon dried tarragon 


1 tablespoon paprika (Hungarian 
if possible) 

1034-0z. can beef-flavored mush- 
room gravy 

1 cup tomato juice 

1 cup water 


2 teaspoons onion juice 

Ym teaspoon garlic powder 

salt, pepper 

Put the meat in a large bowl. Very 
slowly sprinkle the meat tenderizer over 
the meat, rubbing it in well with a fork, 
and let stand at room temperature for 
one-half hour. Preheat an electric skillet 
at 850°. Add the oil and butter. When 
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a little untoward 
excitement 


from time to tume 


fiction By LELAND WEBB 
J 


YESTERDAY EV! Gc, Zoe and 1 were sit- 
ting in the living room, when the tele- 
phone rang. Without a thought on my 
mind, I picked up the receiver and 
said, in tenor, as follows: “This is a re- 
corded announcement. Do you suffer 
from coughs, colds, tightness around the 
chest? Then try Hydoplexideem. It 
contains gustodex, pyroflavin and rich 
nodules of flicomycin. Now for the time. 
It is exactly nine-fortyseven.” There 
was a long silence and a million miles 
away I heard someone hang up. 

And Zoe said, “I don’t think that was 
a particularly wise thing to do, do you?” 
She was sewing and kept her head down. 
“After all, you were funny enough a 
year ago to last you for a while, don’t 
you think?” 

“There is a certain modicum of merit 
in your observation,” I said, “But i 
wouldn't be politic to elaborate on it, 

When I speak to Zoe in formal, com- 
posed sentences, she knows better than 
to say any more, and we sat in silence 
until bedtime. We have been married 
ten years this coming November, and it 
took us three years and two children be- 
fore we learned that we detested one 
another, 

Since that discovery, we have lived in 
a state of symbiosis. She needs sorneone 
to take care of her, and I need someone 
to take care of. When I get sick of it, 
which is usually once a year, I get 
quietly loaded and plot itineraries to 
Mexico. When she gets sick of it, which 
is usually once a week, she makes smart, 
uncalled-for remarks. 

Such as the above, which refers to a 
joke I played, perhaps the finest joke I 
ever played. The only people who really 
liked the joke were my mother (the vic- 
tim) and myself (the perpetrator). We 
both got a big bang out of it, and in the 
light of what happened —I refuse to say 
in spite of what happened —I am very 
happy I gave her this big bang for one 
full day. 

Usually it takes a month of gestation 
to bring forth a good sound joke, but 
the one I played on my mother popped 
into my head, full-blown and breathing 
well, with no further work to do on it, 
save to play it. I was sitting in my office 
early one morning, with nothing to do, 
or no intentions of doing anything, and 
hey, presto! — there in my head was this 
lovely, juicy notion. I picked up the 
telephone and called my mother. I cov- 
ered the mouthpiece with a handker- 
chief. Once or twice before she had rec- 
ognized my voice. 

“Mrs. St, Thomas?” 

“Yes, this is Mrs. St. Thomas. 

“Mrs. St. Thomas, this is Walter 
Conklin of the Blue Star Grocery and 
Market. How are you this fine morning? 
Mrs. St. Thomas, I am very pleased to 
advise you that you have won the first 

(continued on page 44) 
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MOTHER'S DAY (continued from poge 41) 


prize in our weekly drawing, a twenty- 

fvedollar grocery order, plus a case of 
Shredded Wheat. Now, what do you 
say to that, Mrs. St. Thomas?” 

I heard her booming contralto and I 
knew her enormous bosom and big bar- 
rel belly were shaking with inner 
laughter. 

“Why, I say it's high time I won 
something, after all these years,” she 
said, “and no more than right.” No one 
ever got away with pretending they had 
given my mother anything to which she 
was not already entitled. 

“Then am I to understand that you 
do accept the prize, Mrs. St. Thomas?” 
I asked. “We prefer that you do, but if 
you had rather not, we will draw an- 
other number.” 

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” my 
mother shouted. “You'll hang up the 
phone, that’s what you'll do, so I can 
call my son Tom to come down and get 
the prizes.” 

“Then our heartiest congratulations 
to you, Mrs. St. Thomas," I said, and 
hung up. Before I could light a ciga- 
rette, she was on the wire. 

“Thomas Jefferson St. Thomas,” she 
said, “guess, just guess, oh you'll never 
guess, what has just happened. Never 
guess and just never, never believe it.” 

“Then Ill hang up,” I said. “If I 
can't believe my own dear, sweet, won- 
derful, sainted mother, then I'd rather 
not hear it.” 

“Oh, will you shut up,” she shouted. 
“I've won the first prize at the Blue 
Star.” 

“Old girl, we must have 2 poor con- 
nection,” I said. “It sounds like you 
said you've won a blue star. Does this 
mean you've stopped drinking?” 

“Oh, you Tom Fool, you heard me,” 
she shouted. “A wwenty-five-dollar gro- 
cery order and a case of Shredded 
Wheat, a whole case.” 

“You're not intending to accept it, 
naturally?” I asked. 

“Accept it? Not intending to accept 
it? What kind of fool mood are you in, 
boy?” 

“Well, Old Washtub,” I said, “you 
know you've always said that in this 
world you get what you pay for and 
you pay for what you get. And besides, 
we never liked Shredded Wheat very 
much, anyway.” 

“Lye raised up a half-wit to torment 
me in my old age,” she said. “You just 
get right down there, this very day, and 
pick up twenty-fivedollars worth of 
groceries, and tell that Walter Conklin 
to give you some kind of cereal you 
like.” 

I didn’t plan to call her back until 
sometime after lunch, but occasionally 


during the morning I dialed her num- 
ber. It was busy each time, as I knew 
it would be. I could see her in her big 
rocking chair by the telephone calling 
everybody she knew and telling them 
the wonderful news of her wonderful 
prize. 

About ten o'clock my older brother, 
John Paul, called. “I've just gotten a 
call from Sweet Mother,” he said. “Is 
it on the level or is this just another 
one of your bright ideas?” 

“Hang up the phone, John Paul,” I 
said. “I'm expecting a call from my 
bookie any minute, and unless he’s 
throbbing with tue love for his fellow 
man, I've lost every cent of the St. 
Thomas fortune, and more besides, on 
a horse named Gus, who ran sixth on a 
muddy wack yesterday. You may have 
to go to work, John Paul.” 

That struck the proper pitch of hor- 
ror, and he hung up, to return to his 
beckeeping, his project at that time to 
go from sunrise to sunset on a non-profit 
basis. Ages ago, aeons, when I was four- 
teen and John Paul was twenty-two, he 
got the notion I needed discipline. A 
good hard punch on the nose changed 
his mind, and he has had enough sense 
to operate on that memory ever since. 
And as I am, and have been since Old 
Memsahib got too fat to get around, the 
money man in the St. Thomas family, 
he quells easily. 

A little later on, my sister Libby 
called. “Little Brother,” she breathed, 
“I've just talked to Sweet Mother, and 
I know you're up to some wickedness. I 
beg you, if you love us, if you love Sweet 
Mother, to stop right now, before it's 
too late.” 

I am five feet and eleven inches tall, 
I weigh in at 240 pounds, without an 
ounce of fat, For thirty-three years I have 
had the favor of Libby's sage counsel, 
grim warnings and dire prophecies. Sad 
bastard that I am, I have repaid her with 
the stony brutality of short and stubby 
words. And still she has never gotten 
the word that I am not Little Brother, 
and need only for her to point the 
true way to send me pellmell in the 
opposite direction. 

“Libby, shut up and listen to Little 
Brother,” I said. “I've just spewed up 
my islands of Langerhans all over the 
goddamned floor. It looks like Little 
Brother has come down with hyper- 
glycemia, Libby, and you know what 
that means, Libby.” 

“Very well, Little Brother,” she said. 
“I might have known that nothing 1 
might say could deter you. To flout me, 
and Big Brother, has ever been your 
long suit. But I did think you might 
for once consider Sweet Mother.” 


She hung up. Now I have, in the 
past, addressed my mother, our mother, 
as Old Girl, Old Horse and Old Wash- 
tub; as Memsahib, Boss Maam and Old 
Begum; as Mrs. Muckafuss, Myrtle 
Murgatroyd and Little Moonbeam: but 
stretched on the rack till Libby’s saints 
go marching in, I would never call her 
Sweet Mother. 

Around one-thirty, I called Mama 
again, with the handkerchief over the 
phone. 

“Mrs. St. Thomas,” I said, “this is 
Walter Conklin again.” I had a nice, 
right, tight sound in my voice, the kind 
of noise an airline clerk makes when 
he tells you he has no record of your 
reservation. 

“And how are you, Mr. Conklin? 
Don’t tell me that I've won another 
prize already.” And she laughed, im- 
moderately. 

“Mrs, St. Thomas, I am greatly em- 
barrassed. We seem to have made a 
dreadful mistake.” I heard her mighty 
intake of breath, and I pressed on. “You 
know we called this morning and ad- 
vised you that you had won the first 
prize in last week's drawing? Of a 
twenty-five-dollar grocery order and a 
case of Shredded Wheati 

“Yes, yes," Mama said, “and none of 
the children like Shredded Wheat, so 
when Tom comes down, you just give 
him a case of some kind of cereal they 
like.” 


‘Well, Mrs. St. Thomas, that's just it,” 
I said. “I made a mistake this morning 
when I told you that you won. What I 
meant to say was that you almost won.” 

“Why, you dunce,” my mother cried 
out, “what on earth are you blathering 
about? Almost won? No one calls any- 
body and tells them they almost wonl 
Are you drunk, Conklin?” 

Conklin caught ten minutes of hell so 
hot I began to pity him. In pauses, I 
bleated apologies, stoking her to fan- 
tastic degrees of Fahrenheit. And when 
she ran down, finally, I said, “Mrs. St. 
Thomas, the Blue Star is frightfully 
sorry for this most grievous mistake, but 
we do hope that we'll have the pleasure 
of serving you in the future as we have 
in the past.” 

“You edn minded scoundrel,” my 
mother said, “you'll not whine off with 
weasel-gutted Sie My son, Thomas 
Jefferson St. Thomas, a giant of a man, 
will be at your store within the hour, 
and I shall be with him. If the prize is 
not forthcoming on the instant, I shall 
direct him to thrash you within an inch 
of your life. So see to it, sir, that you see 
to it." And she hung up. 

She called me within the minute, 
breathing pure sulphur. I argued that 
(continued on page 106) 


attire designed by our fashion department, this feature- 
laden doublet sets a track record for functional good looks 


Long hampered by sports jackets seemingly created for every activity but his, the sports-car buff can now 
take heart, for our fashion department has designed a jacket to conform to his specific needs. Take note. 
The shorter length and deep-cut side flaps contained by concealed closures enable you to enter and exit 
with ease and to ride in comfort. When the situation calls for it, you can crouch over the steering wheel 
with no strain, thanks to expanding half bellows in the shoulders. Your gloves are instantly accessible in 
two deep-slashed inside pockets, while your smokes are a snap to reach in the raised breast pocket. As 
your roadster picks up speed, you can fasten the swivel tab collar closing and draw the wrist straps 
against the wind. And when you leave your car (carrying an extra key in the small emergency key pocket, 
of course), you've got a fashionable, virile and distinctly sporty coat. The basic silhouette is Ivy; the cut 
is three-button and natural-shoulder; the fabric is imported Scotch Ballantyne of Peebles wool in 2 muted 
plaid combination of brown, olive and gray with rich brown suede trim on buttons, breast pocket, 
buckle cuffs, side pocket welts and wind tab collar closure. Now being made by Stanley Blacker, about $75. 
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MAY-DECEMBER MADNESS (continued from page 35) 


March held for Kim Novak in Middle 
of the Night? The Bronx is a far haul 
from Bali Ha’i, and there are no bou- 
gainvillaea in bloom on_ Bruckner 
Boulevard. What's more, this was a 
plain old black-and-white talkie in 
which nobody sang. Even the ads stood 
up and shouted at you. Like that one 
where Kim, in a black slip and off-the- 
bosom peignoir, lets fly with: 

“... If [stopped to think all the time, 
do you think I'd be here now, going 
away like a little tramp for a weekend 
with a man three times my agel” 

Another ad yelped, like a Chayefsky 
heroine shouting down the airshaft: 
“NEVER BEFORE HAS A MOTION 
PICTURE TALKED THIS WAY, 
THIS FRANK, THIS TRUE BE- 
FORE!” And, in the picture below, 
there was Novak again, telling Fredric 
March about her unhappy marriage to a 
Younger Man: 

“... Try to understand, Jerry, every- 
body else we knew were getting married 
so George and I got married. I guess we 
just got tired necking in the back of his 
car. We'd watch television, and around 
eleven o'clock we'd both march into the 
bedroom as if it were the gas cham- 
ele 

Since the picture hit town during a 
heat wave, and too much air condition- 
ing gives me sniffles, 1 unfortunately 
didn’t get to see it. But from the 
snatches of story-board in the ads, I 
gathered that things would be different 
when Kim married Fredric. For one 
thing, they'd probably march into the 
bedroom around nine-thirty, at the 
latest, because Fredric would need his 
sleep. In the stills, he looked as though 
he would have a hard time staying awake 
until Ed Sullivan was over. 

In one form or another the May- 
December theme runs through a number 
of other recent movies. Allowing for 
idiosyncracies of plot and differences of 
character, we find it in Gigi, Love Is My 
Profession, Ask Any Girl, Love in the 
Afternoon, But Not for Me, The Blue 
Angel, and possibly even a few of the 
Mr. Magoo cartoons, Since a similar 
summer winter quality is bound to be 
suggested whenever an ancient idol such 
as Gable, Grant, Astaire or Niven plays 
opposite a young girl, the list could no 
doubt be extended indefinitely. But 
some sort of cinematic milestone must 
have been reached when Middle of the 
Night opened in New York on the same 
day as Stefanie, a West German import 
featuring a sixteen-year-old heroine with 
a passion for male antiques. 

“To be sure, the bouncy young Sabine 
Sinjen is mighty cute to look at,” the 
New York Times critic reported from a 
front-line seat. “However, once she gets 
a suave hand-kiss from a visiting Argen- 


tine, played by Carlos Thompson, the 
fireworks begin. Roaring like a hungry 
lioness, she stalks the poor guy un- 
mercifully.” 

Though this Volkswagen vamp sounds 
pretty hard to beat for go-power and 
mileage, “the idea of an adolescent 
whose obsession for an older man nearly 
unhinges her quarry and family isn’t 
exactly new to the screen,” the review 
reminds us. And neither, we might add, 
is it mew to literature. For all the ban- 
ning and breathless scanning that at- 
tended the publication of Lolita, the 
book was unusual mainly in that it put 
the shoe of obsession on the Older 
Man’s foot, and lowered the girl’s draft 


Considering that she had scarcely out- 
grown the plastic-bag menace when old 
Humbert Humbert first kissed her salty 
little eyeball, Lolita would seem to be 
as much a case for Dr. Spock as Dr. 
Freud. But the more hopelessly analyti- 
cal critics have insisted upon tracing her 
literary origins to such ill-mated bed- 
fellows as Aristophanes, Krafit-Ebing, 
Balzac, Scott Fitzgerald, Lewis Carroll, 
Jim Thurber and Chuck Dickens. Time 
magazine even saw symptoms of the 
Lolita syndrome in Little Orphan Annie 
and Daddy Warbucks. 

But the critics still seem to have 
missed the author's primary accomplish- 
ment —that he succeeded in writing a 
book about sex with which no sexually 
normal person could possibly identify. 
It was for this reason, perhaps, that in 
less than ten months’ time the reading 
public began to ditch the Bubblegum 
Bovary in favor of such relatively on- 
beat diyertisements as Dr. Zhivago, Only 
in the Daisies, Please Don’t Eat America 
and Lady Loverly’s Chatter. 

And no wonder. 

The Lady’s “too female” figure, cou- 
pled with her unexpurgated familiarity 
with huts and horse blankets, made her 
far more suited to the rigors of fictional 
motel life than any nine-year-old could 
ever hope to be. Certainly no normakas- 
blueberry-pie adult could be expected 
to take much interest in a femme fatale 
“standing four feet ten in one sock,” 
with the 27-23-29 proportions of a sack 
of Pablum. 

Most amazing is the fact that some 
qritics managed to interpret Lolita as 
“a cutting exposé of chronic American 
adolescence and shabby materialism” 
and “a joke on our national cant about 
youth.” 

Surely these must be taken as unin- 
tentional spoofs on the American critic’s 
chronic sense of cultural inferiority — 
especially during a year when the “Rose 
Ballet” scandals were pirouetting all 
over the front pages of the French press. 
These, you will recall, were the private 


little kiddie entertainments in which a 
corps of naked nymphets were alleged 
to have performed a variety of erotic 
pas de deux (et trois, et quatre, et cetera) 
for and with some rather highly placed 
elders in French politics. 

It would be unfair to assume, how- 
ever, that such fancy footwork is typical 
of our little French cousins, or that the 
Gity of Light is aglow with joie de jail- 
bait. To the contrary, we have it on the 
authority of no less a writer than Sagan 
that the birthplace of Bardot, Rousseau 
and the Marquis de Sade is as normal 
as crepes suzette. 

“Lord knows I don't usually care for 
young girls,” declares Uncle Luc, the 
kindly old roué in 4 Certain Smile, 
which nicely typifies Miss Sagan's novels. 

Granted, the remark is made apropos 
a proposition that Dominique, the sul- 
len young Sorbonne student, join him in 
a bit of extracurricular bedmaking, But 
by this time Dominique has already 
passed her physical, and is earnestly 
working toward a mistress’ degree under 
the tutelage of Luc’s gloomy young 
nephew, Bertrand. 

‘To make matters even more conyeni- 
ent, Dominique is intrigued by le groom 
de her boytriend’s tante from the very 
first time they meet. 

“Luc,” said Bertrand, ‘I've brought a 
friend, Dominique. . . . Dominique, this 
is my Uncle Lue, the great uraveler.' 

“I was agreeably surprised and said 
to myself: ‘Quite presentable, this uncle.’ 
He had gray eyes and a tired somewhat 
sad expression. In his way, he was ac- 
tually good-looking.” 

Tired expressions notwithstanding, 
Uncle Luc is a seasoned traveler, and 
quick to spot the possibility of lodgings 
for the night. The minute nephew Ber- 
trand leaves the table to get a pack of 
cigarettes, he seizes her hand in mi 
air. “In the space of a split second,” 
Dominique realizes: “'I like him. He’s a 
bit old, and I like him." 

“Luc had a slow voice and large 
hands,” she explains. “I thought to my- 
self: ‘He's just the kind that seduces 
little girls like me.’” 

Though it takes a good hunk of the 
book to make this flash of feminine pre- 
cognition come true, Luc’s slow voice 
and large hands are seldom idle. Once 
he gets Dominique alone in the garden, 
he starts cutting up like a cross between 
Hormone Harry and the original Mr. 
Monkey-glands. 

“J don’t want just to sleep with you,” 
he tells her later, “I want us to live to- 
gether, to share a holiday.” 

In other words, he wants to sleep with 
her for at least a week. “I'd introduce 
you to the sea,” he promises with the 
€asy assurance of a man who went to 
school with old King Neptune, “to 
money and the freedom it brings. We'd 

(continued on page 90) 


“And now, girls, I want you to meet the man who's 
making this sculpture possible!” 
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by Lawrence Siegel, Seruant to His Majefty, 


In Which ye Tragedie of Harnlet: 
Prince of Denmark, 
a Storie of ‘Reuenge> is Prefented 
in Modem Drefs by 
Varied American Publications. 


TIME 


PIE, ORRAE 


Brooding, sometimes psychotic Prince 
(‘Melancholy Dane“) Hamlet of Den- 
mark (see Forric News), still mourn- 
ing the mysterious, untimely death of his 
father (Time, Sept. 17, 1600), suddenly 
turned historic, treasure-filled Elsinore 
Castle (see Arr) into a rapier-thrusting, 
poison-quafiing blood bath (see Sport). 
Following a spirited conversation with 
his late father, during which he learned 
that his power-hungry, opportunist 
uncle, King Claudius, had “murthered” 
Gic) his predecessor by pouring juice 
of cursed hebenon in his ear (see 
Meoicinz), the prince took matters intd 
his own calloused, stubby-fingered hands. 
Hamlet, feigning madness, which creaky, 
cranky Lord Chamberlain (‘‘this above 
all—to thine own self be true") Polo- 
nius attributed to unrequited love for the 
latter's daughter, shapely (88-23-37) nun- 
nery-dispatched (see Reticion) Ophelia, 
touched off a Dane reaction of explo. 
sives. When the smoke had cleared, here 
was the grim, grisly toll: Polonius dead 
(stabbed), Ophelia dead (drowned), 
Queen Gertrude (Hamlet's doting, 
sometimes incestuous mother) dead 
(poisoned), King Claudius dead (stabbed 
and poisoned), Laertes (Ophelia’s impet- 
uous, sometimes bon yivant brother) 
dead (stabbed), Hamlet dead (stabbed) 
(see Micestones), Commented a passing 
minstrel: “We have learned much 
(see Epucation) from this spectacle (see 
Stow Business) of bloody ‘murther’ (ee 
Sic).” 


The 
Readers Digest 


THE MOST UNFORGETTABLE 
CHARACTER I'VE MET 


By PRINCE HAMLET 


I first met this most unforgettaple 
character one evening late in the Six- 
teenth Century on one of the fortifica- 
tions of Elsinore Castle, in Denmark. “1 
am thy father's spirit,” he said to me in 
a manner so frank and honest that I 
found myself liking him at once. 

We chatted about blood, damnation, 
tormenting flames, and other warm, 
uplifting subjects. And while I couldn't 
help chuckling to myself at his outland- 
ish mode of dress and his shrill, cracked 
voice, I knew we two would become fast 
friends. 

“I am doomed for a certain term to 


walk the night," he remarked in that 
earnest way of his that made you feel so 
good inside. “And for the day confin'd 
to fast in fires, till the foul crimes done 
in my days of nature are burnt and 
purged away.” 

With these words he displayed one of 
his most valuable qualities: adaptability. 

I wondered: What could this maryel- 
‘ous figure’s formula be for a long and 
admirable spirit life? And immediately 
the answer came to me: good spectral 
health, a keen interest in people, an 
everlasting trust in God, and perhaps 
most important of all, his eternal sub- 
scription to the Purgatory Edition of 
Reader's Digest. 

Promising to clear up a matter for 
him that involved my uncle, poison, 
blood, incest, death, and other sticky 
family problems hardly suited for these 
pages, I took leave of this truly amazing 
character and went off to sharpen my 
sword. 

Of this I am certain, I shall never for- 
get him. Even if I live to be twenty-two. 


True Story 


I WISH I WASN'T 
SUCH A NICE GIRL 
by Ophelia 


Ham's kisses had burned like fire. 
“Stop —stop before it’s too late,” my 
nagging conscience had warned me. 
“You both may be under the same roof 
but you're in different worlds.” 

But I didn’t want to stop and maybe, 
I had thought, maybe I wouldn't. In 
sleepless agony I wept silent, desperate 
tears. And then, after that fateful talk 
with my father, my mind was made up. 
‘This could never be. 

I met Ham in one of the rooms in the 
castle. Oh Lordie, how my heart 
pounded! Ham .. . dear dear Ham—I 
wanted to say—how strange you look 
with that mad gleam in your eye, your 
doublet unbraced and your stockings 
ungartered. How I long to be in your 
arms feeling your kisses—kisses that 
feed me when I’m hungry, comfort me 
when I'm cold. For a fleeting instant my 
lips came to warm, quivering life. But 
no...I must not... I dare not... 1 
could not recapture the past. 

Sadly I returned the little gifts he had 
given me, and then . . . then he said 
that he had never loved me! Dear dear 
God, whom could I turn to? Where 
could I go? What could I get me to? 

“Get thee to a nunnery,” Ham said 
icily. 

Somewhere along the way I had for- 
gotten to be the most important thing of 
all—a woman to my man! 

NEXT MONTH: “The Brook and 1” 


THE TALK OF THE TOWN 


Danish Report 

Our man Stanley, recently returned 
from Denmark, stopped by the office on 
Tuesday with the following dispatch: 

“Have attended fencing match in 
Elsinore Castle. Affair held in main hall. 
Much pomp. With other roisterers 
sipped cocktails and munched on mut- 
ton pate. Buttonholed King Claudius. 
Tall, black-haired, Lig-faced, ample- 
waisted man in fifties. Offered me goblet 
of 1563 Chateau Haut Henri. Accepted 
and quaffed. Asked him if I could sam- 
ple chalice of odd-colored liquid near 
him. He became flustered. Said he was 
saving for someone else. I insisted. I 
mentioned popular American custom of 
guest selecting own drinks. Said we call 
it, ‘Name your poison.’ Smiled. He 
didn’t, So instead quaffed goblet of 
1584 Chateau Haut Raoul and devoured 
five terribly réussis souffiés. Fencing 
match began. Hamlet tall, blond-haired, 
small-faced, slim-waisted man in carly 
twenties. Laertes tall, brown-haired, 
vital-looking, average-waisted man in 
middle twenties. Would have liked to 
see match but spied tray of crépes farcis 
in corner. Also courtier with flagon of 
1542 Chateau Haut Pierre. Nibbled and 
quaffed. Buttonholed Queen Gertrude. 
Tall, dark-haired, medium-faced, corset- 
waisted woman in late forties. Asked 
her who Claudius was saving special 
chalice for. Wanted some. Dry, you 
know. Hadn't had drop since 1542 
Chateau Haut Pierre seven lines back. 
She didn’t know but decided to sample. 
Wasn't for her. She collapsed. Died. 
Hamlet stabbed. Also Laertes. King 
stabbed and poisoned. All dead. But- 
tonholed Horatio. Tall, black-haired, 
you know, usual hyphened adjectives. 
Munched poulet sauté with him and 
quaffed 1578 Chateau Haut Georges. 
Departed immediately. Didn't want to 
miss cocktail party at King Lear's 
palace,” 


The Saturday Evening 


POST 


The Perfect Squeich 


Ever since big, blustering Claudius 
had moved into the neighborhood, 
things weren't the same at the castle. 
Particularly disturbed by the newcomer 
was his young nephew, Hamlet. 


Claudius continually annoyed the 
young man with his bossy manner and 
his possessiveness. Much against Harr- 
let's wishes, he also tried to send his 
nephew off to faraway places. 

Being a patient person, Hamlet suf- 
fered Claudius’ boorishness without 
audible complaint until one afternoon 
when his patience ran its course. 

A group of people from the neighbor. 
hood were gathered about in the castle 
watching Hamlet and his friend Laertes 
fence. Unexpectedly Hamlet walked 
over and touched Claudius with the tip 
of his sword. The latter looked about 
in that smug way of his and then said 
snecringly, “O yet defend me, friends! 
Jam but hurt.” 

Whereupon to the delight of everyone 
present, Hamlet, his eyes twinkling, 
forced a poisoned chalice to his uncle's 
lips, saying, “Here, thou incestuous, 
murd'rous, damned Dane, drink off this 
potion.” 

It was the most perfect squelch this 
publication has come across in the last 
hundred and fifty years, 


PLAYBOY 


Castle Playmate 


Once upon a recent impulse, we 
found ourself visiting Elsinore Castle, 
in Denmark. After glomming that cer- 
tain nous ne savons quoi that you always 
find in castles, our eyes fell upon the 
beautiful young lady featured on these 
pages. Her name, she told us, was and 
is Ophelia, Eschewing any obvious puns 
on her name, we questioned her fur- 
ther and learned that she embroiders, 
reads voraciously, chants snatches of old 
tunes, and likes to take long walks near 
weeping brooks. While she shows a pref- 
erence for moody, complex princes, she 
assured us that she is still very much 
playing the field. Reluctant to pose for 
any of Copenhagen’s hundreds of por- 
trait painters, she has made an excep- 
tion for praysoy, for which we're 
grateful. While taking our leave of the 
royal pad, we noticed an unhip prince 
wearing a non-Ivy doublet, going 
through various stages of agony; 2 
crotchety Lord Chamberlain who had 
been stabbed through an arras; two 
somber-miened monarchs whom we 
didn’t dig at all; and an apparition 
whose raucous cries for revenge grated 
on our sensitive, stereo-attuned ears. 
Elsewhere in this issue you'll find ten 
pages devoted to a Danish house party 
attended by Ophelia and four other 
lively young ladies. 
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REQUIEM FOR RADIO (continued from page 33) 


tube. A technician grasped the bottom 
of this device with his left hand, inserted 
his right arm into the tube, grasped the 
top section firmly, and yanked. Effect: a 
rubbery, snapping sound. For Blood and 
Guts, a tub of warm cooked spaghetti and 
two bathroom plungers sufficed. Problem 
Number Two, Bones, was somewhat more 
difficult. Various types of woods were 
tried, but with signal lack of success. 
Soda crackers crunched well enough, yet 
there was a certain feeling of depth still 
missing. One of the carnest artisans 
sardonically offered to sacrifice his left 
leg, but the gesture wes refused on the 
grounds that the effect, though genuine, 
might, as was so often the case with 
“actual” noises, sound spurious; besides, 
it allowed no chance for rehearsal. Fi- 
nally someone put a Lifesaver between 
his teeth, motioned for silence, stood 
close to the mike, and proceeded to 
grind the candy slowly into powder. 

Combined, these three effects suc- 
ceeded in turning the stomachs of all the 
Lights Out fans across the nation. 

More stomachs are being turned to- 
day, but for different reasons. The Sound 
Effects man is gone. He who plunged 
knives into defenseless heads of cabbage; 
who wore a throat mike and chewed 
celery, thereby conjuring up a rogue 
elephant crashing through the jungle, 
splintering the bamboo saplings and 
tearing up the ground ... along with 
the minstrel, the rainmaker, the mara- 
thon dancer, the giant roc, this man is a 
legendary figure from another time. Yet 
the time was hardly a generation ago, 
and many matured men of today, who 
did not gather to mourn his passing, 
wrote between the thin blue lines of 
their three-hole notebook paper: “What 
I Want To Be When I Grow Up—A 
Sound Effects Man.” 

Hardly a generation ago. Fins were 
on sharks then. A jet was what a wom- 
an’s hair was as black as, in Spicy De- 
tective. Rockets, missiles and atoms were 
strange and exotic words which cropped 
up occasionally in the Buck Rogers 
comic strip and in those new science- 
fiction magazines. 

As for tclevision, it was only a fanciful 
gimmick, exhibited at world’s fairs 
along with the Westinghouse robot. 
And of the two, the robot seemed far 
the more practical. 

It was not. 1 suppose, a better time 
then, in the Thirties and Forties, except 
as the time of one's awakening is better; 
but it was different. We were simpler. 
We were less sophisticated. There was 
war, but it was still an understandable 
sort of business, with villains and 
heroes and glorious deaths, and we were 
thrilled by it. We believed in individual 
triumph and individual failure. A per- 
son was either good or bad. The good, 


we felt, should be rewarded, and the 
bad punished. A few psychologists and 
philosophers and writers were begin- 
ning to hint that mankind was a mix- 
ture, that virtue and evil were only 
labels we pasted on complex emotional 
conditions, but we didn’t believe the 
fancy words. Things had to be clear-cut 
for us. It is true that we weren't too 
smart. But, some of us having bungled 
our way to adulthood, we can say that 
there are certain rewards in being not 
too smart. Naiveté gave us things the 
kids don’t have now. It gave us the 
magicians, those tall, dark men in black 
cloaks who smelled of sulphur and could 
whisk a rabbit into thin air or saw a 
woman completely in two, without ill 
effect; it gave us the carnivals and the 
smell of sawdust and the sound of 
strange men promising miracles for a 
quarter and the fearful gloom of tents 
filled with alligator women and men 
who could write their names with their 
toes; it gave us the earth-shaking, sleep- 
destroying, brain-exploding circuses, 
those vast enchanted worlds, forever 
gone, of elephants and clowns and aerial- 
ists and lion tamers and bareback riders 
and magic people in suits of jewels that 
sparkled long after the circus had moved 
on to delight the children of another 
town; it gave us men whose job it was 
to make the sound of a man being 
turned inside out. 

It gave us radio. 

‘They say that radio is alive and 
healthy, but they're wrong. Radio, as 
we knew it and loved it with all our 
young hearts and minds, is dead, and 
it could no more come back than could 
the magicians or the carnivals or the 
circuses. It is entombed with these rem- 
nants of a vanished era, not far from 
where the troubadours and minnesing- 
ers lie. 

It is our business now to lay a friend 
to rest. 

Imagine yourself thirteen summers 
young in a world that stretched as far as 
the eye could see, but no farther; a world 
of boring visits to ancient aunts and 
Sunday drives and triple features, plus 
serial and two cartoons, of baseball in 
the streets and zoos and jawbreakers and 
Indian gum and penmanship and fire: 
crackers and Tarzan and the Scarecrow. 
It's morning. Off to the gray prison, 
school, and the heavy books, the ceramic 
women with their fiery eyes, and the 
clock-hands that never moved. One 
o'clock. A century later, two o'clock. 
Two centuries later, three o'clock. Saved 
by the bell! Out of your seat then, out 
the doors, down the steps, running, you 
and your friends, though never so fast 
you forget to step on every third crack 
in the pavement, and, finally, home. 


Maybe it was kick-the-can for you. Or 
over to Phillip’s, or Jimmy’s, or Fred's, 
for a peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich. 
Or tag football. Whatever it was, the 
chances are you didn’t stay at it very 
Jong. Around five, when the soft dark 
had begun to gather, somebody would 
say: “Whose house?” Somebody would 
answer “Minel” and off you'd fly. 

If your name was Charles Beaumont 
(mine was, you see) and your house was 
“it," you'd be the first to the radio. You 
were proud of that radio because it was 
almost as tall as you were and twice as 
heavy and its dark polished wood re- 
flected the light. While your friends 
squatted on the carpet, you turned the 
middle dial and waited for the hum and 
changed stations with the speed and 
accuracy of an engineer. 

A hush. 

Then, the call to adventure, the words 
that sent chills down your back every 
time you heard them: “Jack Armstrong, 
the All-American Boy!” 

You set the volume just right, you 
scooted along the carpet until your head 
was directly underneath the radio, you 
closed your eyes, and you listened . . . 

After the most popular song in Amer- 
ica (“Have you tried Wheaties? The best 
breakfast food in the land. Won't you 
try Wheaties? They're whole wheat with 
all of the bran!”), the rich, confidential 
voice of the announcer — omniscient, as 
all announcers were — bringing us up to 
date, as though any of us needed it: 
“Jack and Billy are rowing their hearts 
out —getting the last of the supplies 
aboard the two-masted schooner Spin- 
drift. The Spindrift rides her mooring 
like a gray ghost while the San Fran- 
cisco fog hides her from the view of 
hostile eyes on shore. The schooner is 
all ready to start on her perilous journey 
to the Sula Sea to recover a precious 
cargo of [this was back in the Thirties, 
remember!] uranium, sunk off an un- 
charted reef. Jack and Billy, as they bend 
to the oars, know that other persons are 
trying desperately to get possession of a 
mysterious ring which Uncle Jim has 
just received —a ring which may con- 
tain the secret of the uranium. Betty, 
alone on the schooner in the fog, is hav- 
ing the fright of her life—but Jack 
doesn’t know it — yet! Listen!” 
isten we did. After drifting for twelve 
minutes in a fogbound sea, we leapt up, 
sent away two boxtops and ten cents in 
coin or stamps for an exact replica of 
Unde Jim's mysterious ring, and scooted 
back barely in time to switch from 
schooner to sampan. Terry was engaged 
in a week-long duel with the Pirates, 
and things were not going well. 

He was having a picnic, though, com- 
pared to Captaaiiinnnn Midnight, 
whose single-engined plane just ran out 
of gas over the Himalayas. 

(continued on page 52) 


“Damn it —I didn’t even know a rocket could go into reverse.” 
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Still. of them all, it may have been 
that the Lone Ranger was in the worst 
shape. In a gallant effort to rescue his 
faithful friend Tonto, the Masked Man 
found himself, along with a dozen kegs 
of dynamite, locked in a burning cabin. 

The world of radio was real to us. 
There are squirts and small fry today 
who will soon be as old as the Us of 
Then, and I know some who haven't 
turned a radio on in their entire lives. I 
ty to tell them what it was like, but 
they don’t understand. They can't be- 
lieve I’m talking about the little plastic 
box in the kitchen that plays rock.’n’-roll 
songs and gives us the news, and I’m not 
sure I believe it, cither. Television is 
the substitute for what we had, and I 
deem it a bad one. It inspires neither 
loyalty nor awe. It does not thrill, trans- 
port, terrify or enchant. It only enter- 
tains. The kids, as a rule, can take it 
or leave it alone. 

Of course, ninety-nine percent of the 
shows on TV are trash; but I don’t think 
this is the reason for our generally dispas- 
sionate reaction. Research into the sub- 
ject shows that most of the quality we 
now associate with radio did not exist. 
‘We think the material was top drawer, 
but we are only trying to justify our pro- 
found nostalgia: the truth is that radio 
offered very little in the way of quality. 
Wherezs television has developed such 
fine writers as Paddy Chayefsky, Rod 
Serling, Reginald Rose, Tad Mosel, 
James Costigan, Horton Foote, and at 
least a dozen others, an imposing roster 
of actors and directors, and such excel- 
lent dramatic programs as Hallmark 
Hall of Fame, Playhouse 90, Studio One 
and 4lcoa-Goodyear Playhouse, radio in 
all its years could boast but two con- 
sistently first-rate writers — Norman Cor- 
win and Arch Oboler —and a handful 
of really adult shows. 

The reason probably lies in the essen- 
tial difference between the two media. 
Television makes no demands, except 
upon our patience. It presents its stories 
ready to wear. All the work is done. 
There is nothing we can contribute. For 
this reason, television is an impersonal 
form of entertainment. Radio was some- 
thing else again. What was originally 
thought to be its greatest limitation, 
lack of visual interest, turned out to be 
its greatest strength. It made a direct 
appeal to what producer-writer Blake 
Edwards calls “'the great ally, imagina- 
tion.” Through the use of sound effects, 
music, a very special form of writing, 
and acting which bore scant relationship 
to other modes of acting, radio created 
a world which had to be believed to be 
seen, Participation was not merely de- 
sirable; it was essential. Radio provided 
a sketch, but it was up to the listener to 
make the finished picture. The greater 


reality was his to create. Thus programs 
were real or unreal depending entirely 
upon the imagination quotient of the 
participant. Radio can be said there- 
fore to haye been a personal medium. 

It was closer to narrative than to 
drama. As with narrative it had no loca- 
tion or set problems, and casting was 
always perfect. If a script called for “a 
city of golden towers, stretching to in- 
finity,” the city was built. Not by stage- 
hands, nor by studio carpenters, but by 
a few words and a little music. A woman 
described as “the loveliest creature in 
the world” was exactly that. When Sam 
Small flew, he really and cruly fiew, 
without the aid of piano wire or trick 
photography. When the Lone Ranger 
announcer, in his standard opening, 
spoke of “A fiery horse with the speed 
of light,” we saw — metaphorical mira- 
clel — exactly that. Nothing was impos- 
sible in the world of radio. It was a 
wild, illogical world, but it made perfect 
sense to us kids. We were never both- 
cred by the fact that time did not exist 
as it did in the “actual” world. A minute 
could last a week, 2 month could go by 
in a matter of seconds, yet we were not 
concerned. Even when they turned time 
backwards, to let us know what Kato 
was doing when The Green Hornet 
walked into that trap, we accepted, pre- 
sumably on the theory that if it was 
happening, it was happening. We radio 
listeners were able to accommodate two 
separate and distinct truths. We believed 
that Doe, in J Love a Mystery, was an 
actor and we believed that he was Doc. 
So it was that when an unknown actor 
replaced Barton Yarborough in the cen- 
tral role, we wrote heated letters to the 
network, advising whom it might con- 
cern that the wool hadn’t been pulled 
over our eyes, or ears, and to Jack and 
Reggie warning them that an imposter 
had taken Doc’s place and that they'd 
better watch out. 

We were an extraordinary audience. 
Perpetually accused by our parents of 
“not concentrating,” I think we must 
have been the greatest concentrators of 
all time. In a single evening we would 
travel up the Yangtze, fight ravenous 
wolves in the frozen wastes of the 
Yukon, ascend into the stratosphere in 
a leaking balloon, skim the bottom of 
the Atlantic Ocean, shoot it out with 
desperadoes in a Chicago alley, cut down 
a dozen pirates, get trapped by an 
avalanche, and sink into a coma as the 
result of having been pierced by a dart 
tipped with deadly curare; yet we kept 
our heads. Some of us even managed to 
do our homework at the same time! I 
can think of no period during those years 
when we did not have at least twenty 
different stories and a hundred or so 
characters to carry around in our brains, 


and I can think of no one who ever lost 
track. We might forget the principal 
products of Bolivia, or the date of the 
Magna Charta, but when it came to our 
radio heroes, the latest IBM machine 
should have such a memory. 

Although we realized vaguely that 
somebody wrote the shows we loved and 
somebody produced and directed them 
and a lot of actors and actresses acted in 
them, we were an incurious lot. It may 
be that we were aware of the delicate 
balance of our beliefs, and how easily 
that balance could be upset. Each of us 
had his own conception of, say, Lamont 
Cranston, otherwise known as The 
Shadow. For me, he was about six feet 
two, ruggedly handsome, dark-haired, 
and impeccable in matters of dress. For 
you, he may have been on the short 
side, somewhat chubby, blond and 
casual. It doesn’t matter: we were both 
right. So long as we never saw a picture 
of him, that is. Unfortunately, the net- 
works did not fully understand this, 
From time to time they would release 
photographs of the actors, and we were 
invariably disappointed. I could be 
wrong, but it seems that the heroes of 
our dreams always turned out to be sus- 
picious little men with pencil mustaches 
and bad teeth, Eventually the networks 
realized that they were like the magi- 
cians who enchant you and then insist 
upon showing you how it wasn’t en 
chanument at all but simply sleight of 
hand, and the men behind the scenes 
returned to their anonyrnity. 

But it has been years now since the 
last magician passed through town. The 
shows we loved were considered trivial. 
No one bothered to record them, prac 
tically all of the scripts were destroyed, 
and so they are gone — which is to say, 
they can never be taken from us now. 
“I£ you want your castle to last, build 
it of sand,” says Walter Kerr, and he's 
right. The enchanted hours are locked 
away in our minds. No one can get to 
them now except us. So it will not hurt, 
I think, in this requiem, to call a roll 
and look at the men and women who 
created and sustained for so many years 
our dear dead friend. 


The first radio program was a disc 
jockey show: records and gab. Emanating 
from Brant Rock, Massachusetts, on the 
eve of Christmas, in the year 1906, it 
was heard by wireless operators on all 
ships within a three-hundred-mile radius, 
Over twenty years passed before the 
dramas began, but when they came in, 
they came in strong. The writing was of 
a necessarily specialized nature, and be- 
cause of this, few established authors 
were able to make the transition. They 
had too much to unlearn. For this rea- 
son, those who succeeded got their start as 

(continued on page 84) 


GINGER PEACHY 
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hot fudge and footlights fascinate miss may 


Above and right: a seasoned veteran of video's 
rigors, Ginger poses prettily during rehearsal 
and does a quick brushing up on her lines be- 


fore her performance on the Steve Allen Show. 
Below, left and right: as madcap Louis Nye 
emotionally enacts Hamlet, Ginger mugs merrily 
over his shoulder; later, she listens as Steve 
calls a last-minute suggestion to the director. 


INGER YOUNG IS A RED-HAIRED, green-eyed, grandly structured (36-23-36) girl, whose shapely legs are 
carrying her up the ladder of success as an actress. She has appeared on the Jerry Lewis Show, 
the Steve Allen Show, a Ford Spectacular and Murder, Inc., among other TV entertainments, and was seen 
(via special film clip) in the posh stage musical Pink Jungle, which did not reach Broadway because the 
star (another Ginger named Rogers) took exception to Agnes Moorehead’s out-of town rave notices. Our 
Ginger is also becoming known for an unappeasable appetite: the poor girl is addicted to mountainous 
hot fudge sundaes, and woe awaits the soda jerk who dares to serve her a portion she considers too small. 
We fear we now may have a small addiction of our own; having met young Ginger, what worries us 
is that, find countless lovelies in the future though we will, now and then we may miss Miss May. 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


Many a starlet has made it to the top 
because her clothes didn’t. 


A word to the weight-conscious: If you 
want to get a youthful figure, ask a 
woman her age. 


Beverly stretched out on the psychia- 
trist's couch, looking forlorn but comely. 
With genuine emotion she cried, 
can't help myself, doctor. No matter how 
hard I wy to resist, [ bring five or six 
men with me into my bedroom every 
night. Last night there were ten. I just 
feel so miserable, 1 don’t know what to 
do.” 

In understanding tones, the doctor 
rumbled, “Yes, I know, I know, my 
dear,” 

“Ohl” the surprised girl exclaimed. 
“Were you there last night too?” 


We know a man who thinks marriage is 
a 50-50 proposition, which convinces us 
that he either doesn’t understand wom- 
en or percentages. 


You never know how a girl will turn 
out until her folks turn in. 


The nightclub’s hat-check girl was obvi- 
ously new, and Jack watched in mild 

musement as, fumbling frantically to 
ind his coat, she knocked garments off 
the racks and entangled herself in the 
hangers. His amusement had changed to 
fury, however, when a quarter of an 
hour later the room was a jumble of out- 


erwear and the silly girl had still not 
found his coat. 

“Forget itl” he finally cried in rage. 
“I'll send somebody for it tomorrow!” 
And, seething, he strode out into the 
bitter cold of a snowstorm, clutching the 
lapels of his suit jacket. The girl ran 
alter him. 

Hey, you cheapskate,” she called, 
“what about my tipe” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines 
salesmanship as the difference between 
rape and rapture. 


Some people have no respect for age 
unless it's bottled. 


Everybody thought the Miss Albuquer- 
que beauty contest was going to be a hotly 
contested affair, but Susan walked away 
with first place with nary a dissenting 
vote. Turned out she was the only one 
of the contestants who could get all 
those letters across her chest. 


This year's college graduates deserve 
your sympathy. Almost anywhere they 
may look for work, they run a terrible 
risk of finding it. 


Florence and Emily, two pretty young 
housewives, had arranged to have cock: 
tails and lunch together, but as soon 
as they met, Emily could see that some- 
thing serious was bothering her friend. 

“Out with it, Florence,” she com- 
manded. “What's depressing you so?” 

“I'm ashamed to admit it,” Florence 
wailed, “but I caught my husband mak- 
ing love.” 

“Why let that bother you?” laughed 
Emily. “I got mine the same way.” 


I's no fun to kiss a girl over the phone 
unless you happen to be in the same 
booth with her. 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLavnoy, 
232 E, Ohio Si. Chicago 11, Ill, and 
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used. 
In case of duplicates, payment goes to 
first received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“Sometimes I ask myself, what am I doing here when I could 
bon for the same price as thi. 


be drinking bourbon f P this coffee.” 
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| WORD PLAY 


IN THE BEGINNING was the Word, and 
-words have been swinging around the 
clock ever since. There is the Word To 
The Wise, there is the Good Word (as 
in What's The?), there are the ominous 
words of We Had Words, there is The 
Last Word, for which the fair sex is 
notorious, and now there is Word Play, 
a jolly way of making words self-descrip- 
tive that is certain to tug your lips into 
a smile —take our Word for it. 


Sun and games with 
the king’s english 


—_ | 
humor By ROBERT CAROLA 


CLIMAX 


ALON E 


KINZ 


preenant 


XOGA 


cockeysd 


NONCON#ORMIST 
LOL JCUT 
QUICKSAND 


EXXTRA 


Lali 


ASTIGMATISM 


itt 


INCOMPLET 
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MAKEOUTSVILLE (continued from page 32) 


Landsakes, pops, I see us fighting all the 
way across the desert, and as the result 
of the fight, Lucky,” she remarked, “I 
see your bones a-whitening on the 
sands.” 

"A nice pictorial eye,” said Max ap- 
provingly. “Maybe you'd like to act in a 
little movie we're whomping up out on 
Long Island. We'll shoot in one week- 
end, and probably none of your friends 
will find out about it.” 

“T dig,” she said, “and the answer is: 
nyet. And furthermore: Bug off.” 

“You'd paint a lovely picture,” Max 
said, with poignant regret. “You have 
class.” 

“The Georgia O'Keeffe of Sheridan 
Square. But listen," she said, and she 
turned her back on me, “listen, Mr. 
Max, is he strong and sincere? You can 
get into all sorts of jams on a wip. Can 
he pick the shrimp out of the egg roll? 
Can he fix a tire, talk to a state patrol- 
man, cash a check?” 

“If not,” said Max, “he can take a 
quick course at the New School.” 

“No smart talk,” said Cleo. “Is he 
strong and sincere?” 

“Strong and sincere?” I shouted, out- 
raged. “Sincere and — 

“OK.” she interrupted, “I see you're 
sincere. I'll have to take the rest on 
trust. I can change the tire myself if I 
have to, and we'll stay out of Cantonese 
restaurants. All I like is the shrimp in 
the egg roll.” 

What this girl needed, I was deciding 
then and there, was a strong and sin- 
cere hand on the inside of her skirt, 
tugging at her fasteners. I would be no 
shrimp in an egg roll. I would be 
strong, sincere, and irresistible. 

As if reading my mind, she whirled 
on me. “And you-all, buster, no rough 
stuff. I can say no politely and I can 
say no with my knees.” 

T blushed modestly. “Wouldn't think 
of it, Cleo ma’m. I'm all business, me. 
And ma'm, I sho do hate a knee to the 
groin.” 

Max beamed. His pink face turned 
happy and red under the Westinghouse 
tan, the high blood pressure, and the 
blue of his six-hour-old shave. “You two 
young folks,” he sighed. “Isn’t it grand?” 

Both Hike! and the Lisbon Car and 
their attendant ad agencies approved 
us. We were off to see the world, to 
show the world the Lisbon Station 
Wagon (double bed), and to fill the 
pages of Hike! We were described as 
“newlywed,” of course. Well, the degree 
of inaccuracy in that description was 
something to define between us. Like 
the quiz show winners, we had received 
the answers. Now all we needed was the 
question. 


The question commenced. We left 


New York on a Ruesday; I remember, 
because I rued that day. Cleo on the 
seat beside me was like a delectable baby 
tiger, squirming, flirting, laughing, made 
of candy and teeth. She had tigerish 
slanted eyes, no stripes, a curled-up lit- 
te tail, and soft paws. She slithered, she 
slept against the armrest of the Lisbon 
Station Wagon, she jumped up and 
nearly scared me off the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike by giggling suddenly with a 
story she remembered. “Funny thing 
happened to me my second year in col- 
lege...." She had gone to a good 
school, but left without her degree. And 
there was this funny thing in college. 
The funny thing that had happened to 
her was getting pregnant. She had told 
the dean, gotten expelled, lost the baby, 
and cursed herself for unnecessary 
honesty. Boy, was that funny. Hahaha, 
her laughter went trilling past the 
Howard Johnson's where I had intended 
to stop for a Comfort Stop. Thirty-six 
miles to the next john with free soap for 
truckers and free relief for fidgety kid- 
neys. That was the funny thing that 
happened to me on the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike while Cleo reminisced about 
Happy Collitch Days. 

In Harrisburg, Pa., we were presented 
with a tin key to the city, were inter- 
viewed by a reporter, and sent our first 
correspondence back to Hike. (From 
now on I omit the exclamation mark 
after the name of the magazine.) Also 
Cleo and I had our first serious wres- 
tling match on the Lisbon Special Fold- 
out Double Bed. She did the driving for 
the next few days, since I suffered a 
dislocated ego, a fractured libido, and 
a sprained intention. 

She won the wrestling match. 

“And another thing,” she said, “I 
think you ought to wear pajamas when 
‘we go to bed.’ 
“But I always sleep in my birthday 
suit.” 


‘m only trying to make it easier for 
you,” she said. “Wear something. A 
suit of armor, maybe.” She smiled win- 
somely. “I’m only thinking of your good, 
honey. That eye better?” 

“How long will it stay black?” I 
asked. 

“At home,” Gleo explained, “I always 
lay in a supply of good whiskey, eggs, 
toast, espresso coffee for my espresso 
machine, and some fine old-fashioned 
leeches. For when I blacken the eyes of 
a fresh young man who wies to take ad- 
vantage. Steak is the fad, but leeches 
really solve it.” Her face lit up with 
medicinal fervor. “The leeches suck out 
the bruised blood and leave a chap's 
eye as good as new.” Her mouth opened 
with that lightly trilling laughter. “But 
they look so uglified with those wormy 
critters hanging from the swollen pouch. 


Whew. Takes away all the yen.” 

She explained to me all about how 
the leech gorges itself, then drops off, 
and lives practically forever in its jar, 
waiting for the next meal. I tried to 
think of other kinder animals than 
Cleo: Vampira, Dracula, Luctezia 
Borgia. 

“But you're sweet,” she said, cuddling, 
“and I’m sorry there's nothing I can do. 
1 was born chaste.” 

“So is everybody,” I remarked, “The 
alteration comes later.” 

“Bitter, bitter.” 

And so it went across the country. 
Mayors made eyes at Cleo, also made 
passes. 1 made eyes at automobile 
mechanics who claimed never to have 
had dealings with Portuguese automo- 
biles. It was probably the first time in 
their lives they ever spoke the truth. We 
made the turnpike scene, the country 
road bit, the urban traffic jam game. 
We bon jour’d it up with newspaper 
men and publicity representatives. Cleo 
left a trail of broken hearts and blacked 
eyes from coast to coast. I took to visit- 
ing parts of town without her, like Shore 
Vincent in Cleveland and North Beach 
in San Francisco. A man needs a spot 
of relaxation now and then, friendly 
discussion and communion with the 
universe. In other words, I had to pay 
for it. Meanwhile, back at the ranch 
wagon, she poked in a notebook, writ- 
ing poetry. (She had made the hip scene 
long ago when it was still fresh. She had 
retired from the Beat Generation. But 
she still wore lots of eye shadow, very 
little white lipstick, and liked to walk 
in the rain.) 

Can you imagine the strain on my 
arteries when I shuffled into the mortal 
coils of ous bed at night? Can you 
imagine pulling down the shades on our 
Lisbon Station Wagon and dressing 
back to back, bumping occasionally, and 
saying only, “Whoops. sorry.” — “That's 
all right, Lucky.” Can you? Can you see 
the fury in my friendly eyes? The burn- 
ing sensation on my backside where we 
had accidentally touched? The crazy 
cuddling which she performed, pal-like, 
before dropping off into rapid, healthy, 
delighted sleep? 

I RESIGN SEND REPLACEMENT, went my 
wire to the home office in New York. 
They had heard of my predicament. 

HASTE NEVER WON FAIR LADY, YOU 
JERK, said the return wire. RESIGNATION 
NOT ACCEPTED. MAX. 

“Hm,” said Cleo, who opened the 
wire. “You getting impatient, mister? 
Why we hardly know each other.” 

But it seemed as if this gave her a 
little start. She was quite sweet to me 
for a few days, doing little things, sew- 
ing on a button, trimming my sideburns. 
Jest not doing the big thing. Like writ- 
ing @ Haiku in my honor: 

(continued on page 103) 
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THE CANNES FILLY FESTIVAL 


at this gala riviera revel, both movies and maidens are better than ever 
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Right: Kim Novok and 
Cory Grant arrive ot 
Cannes Festival. Their 
‘open affection prompted 
romontic speculation. 
Next tight: everywhere 
you see _internotional 
examples of beauty, like 
Swedish starlet Margor- 
tea Eckstedt. Below: 
French beouties Mylene 
Demongeot and Postale 
Petit seem unkempt be- 
side Rhondo Fleming's 
careful glamor. Below 
right: in the middle of 
the day, bikinied cuties 
disploy their middles in 
front of a morquee for 
Middle of the Night. 


N FRANCE, BY THE BRIGHT BLUE MEDITERRANEAN, lies the little town of Cannes. 
Generally it slumbers under the warm sun and garners its income from fish 
and tourists. Then, far two wild weeks in early May, it becomes the cinema 
capital of the world, and drawn to its mile-long strip of land called the Croisette 
are the top brass of international moviedom and just about every stunning, fun- 
loving girl on the Continent. At that time, if you can make it, it’s definitely 
the place to be. 

The annual excuse for all the excitement, of course, is the Cannes Interna- 
tional Film Festival, currently celebrating its thirteenth anniversary. While it 
lasts, in a way that's typically Gallic and perhaps possible only on the Riviera, 
you are offered the best of artistic integrity and all-out joie de vivre. In selecting 
the best films of the year, there is a serious concentration and conscientiousness 
that allows for no frivolity; compared with Cannes’ high standards of selection, 
cur own Academy Awards take on the look of little more than a mutual admira- 
tion society. But, in extreme contrast to these sober duties, the Festival is also one 


Below: in sharp contrast to the informality of the daylight hours on the 
beach, c black tie affair is held at the Cannes gambling Casino. Fictured 
is a dinner held expressly for the stars, the producers, directors, etc, 
as @ special in-group celebration after all the awards had been given aut. 


Above and below: on the beach at Cannes, the extreme biki 
ni is the rule rather than the exception. Riviera sun-wor- 
shipers include starlets and hopefuls from all over the 
world who think litle of pulling off their suit tops for 
c well-rounded tan. The beach, facing the marvelously blue 
Mediterranean, stretches parallel to Cannes’ main thorough- 
fare, on which stond the major hotels like the Corlton, and 
the Festival Palace, at which the film showings are held. 


Left: French stor Agnds Laurent, one of 
many Brigitte look-olikes, sips oronge juice 
before sunning. Below: enjoying a quiet lunch- 
eon are Chorles Boyer ond comparion, Yul 
Brynner and Michele Morgan. Above ond 
right: this young lody wos one of the portici- 
ponts in the Miss Festival beauty contest. 
Photographers cooxed her into removing the 
top of her suit on the public beoch directly in 
front of the Festivol Paloce. At first she pro- 
tected herself with a towel, but the omused 
crowd pulled it from her. At thot point, she 
decided to cover herself by running into the 
woter, but fell in the shallows. She, ond every- 
one else, decided it wos oll sploshing good fun. 


long, bright and happy holiday. 

We have never in our life seen more 
beautiful, delightful young women than 
assemble in Cannes at Festival time. 
They are dressed in bikinis and sun- 
shine by day, and in evening gowns each 
night, when, at the Festival Palace, one 
of the specially selected films is shown 
Most of the film stars of Europe and 
many from the U.S. are there, along with 
the producers and directors, and all of 
the ambitious starlets and would-be star- 
lets from all over Europe who've come to 
woo and wow anyone and everyone who 
may be even vaguely connected with 
filmdom. 

Naturally, this creates a pretty heady 
atmosphere. The girls wander about 
the hotel lobbies in brightly colored 
skirts and Bermuda shorts, and on the 
beach in the briefest possible bikinis. 
The photographers are everywhere, 
shooting everything, and they act as a 
catalyst for the young ladies, who will 
go to almost any extreme to outpose one 
another. When starlet Simone Silva, for 
instance, spiritedly whipped off the top 
of her bathing suit a few seasons back 
and gave American actor Robert Mit- 
chum a big hug for the cameras, her 


Above: the Riviera bikini is far briefer and 
mere attractive than the common U.S. variety. 


Below: another of the beauty contest entrants 
struts gaily ta attract the photographers. 


Above: judges sip champagne as they eye the beauties parading by in the Miss Festival contest. Below left: our strutting friend 
from the preceding page makes sure the judges have her number, while behind her is the girl who previously pulled off the top of 
her swim suit for our camera. Below right: happy winner of the contest is yellow-bikinied Cecelia Cooper from the United States. 


WA 


Above: Millie Perkins, who played the title role in The Diary of Anne Frank, ortives to 
see the film in the compony of director George Stevens ond his son. Below: on beholf 
of the leods in Compulsion, the U.S. delegate accepts the aword for the best mole octor. 


gesture was quite typical of the young 
ladies at the Festival, before and since, 
who seem forever ready to throw off 
their suits at the snap of a shutter. 

The Carlton Hotel, on the Croisette 
looking out to sea, is the unofficial Festi- 
val headquarters, but if you want rooms 
there you'd better plan well ahead of 
time. There's an ample collection of 
other luxurious establishments to choose 
from, however, all fronting on the blue 
Mediterranean —the Martinez, the Ré- 
serve Miramar, the Gr d’Albion. 
Modern apartments are also available, 
as well as seagoing sleeping accommoda- 
tions ranging from a fishing smack to a 
yacht. It really doesn’t matter where you 
choose to stay—you won't be at home 
base very much anyway; there's too much 
to do and see. 

‘The Cannes Festival kicks off the sea- 
son of film fests running from May to 
November, in Berlin, San Sebastian, 
Locarno, Pula (Yugoslavia), Karlovy 
Vary and Moscow (on alternate years), 
Venice, Edinburgh, London and Aca- 
pulco. Unquestionably Cannes rates tops 
over her sister festivals, not just from 
the artistically high level of its entries, 
but also because of the consistently high 
world-wide box-office returns enjoyed 

(text continued on page 72) 


Left, top to bottom: some of the 

mous film celebrities in ottendonce included: 
Lourence Horvey, Simone Signoret and Yves 
Montond; the Jopanese delegation; Poscole 
Petit with Gene Kelly, who wos one of the 
Festival judges; Roberto Ressellini, and 
Sophia Loren with her husband, Corlo Ponti. 


Above: cuties and their escarts cuddled and conversed at an all-night dancing and drink- 
ing party held at the Vieux Calambier Club in Juan-les-Pins. Belaw: just as the party is 
about to break up, with lavers hugging and huddling behind her an the sand, one unin- 
hibited French beauty dances wildly on the beach and in the water until she bubbles out af 
her low-cut dress, smiles happily at the happenstance. Right: as the Cannes Film Festival 
cames to on end, a scene that spells a fiting finale is farmed, as romantic couples 
gather clang the beach of the French Riviera ta watch a dazzling display of fireworks. 
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by its prize-winners. This standing is 
recognized by the international movie 
set, who annually turn out three thou- 
sand strong to see the films that will be 
setting movie-making trends, and to buy 
the films or the talent that went into 
creating them. The French send down 
from Paris all their fairest film fatales. 
Various ambassadors and chargés d’af- 
faires are present to represent their 
countries. The film-merchants — from 
the five continents and from behind the 
Jron Curtain —buy and sell and bar- 
gain. And taking all this in are seven 
hundred representatives of the interna- 
tional press. 

If you know the names and talents of 
Roberto Rossellini, Vittorio De Sica, 
Satyajit Ray and Ingmar Bergman, it's 
partly because a Cannes award first 
brought them to world attention. At 
Cannes the movie men are as hard- 
headed and money-conscious as in their 
native capitals, but because the Festival 
organizers — top government and cinema 
men —are concerned with film as an art 
form and as a cultural medium, they 
frequently select films that are a little 
off the commercial track. As a result, a 
film that might have stayed on the art- 
movie belt in its homeland suddenly 
makes the big scene through acclaim at 
Cannes. 

‘The Festival is set up this way: each 
country with a film industry, and with 
whom France has diplomatic relations, 
is invited to participate. Each has the 
right to designate a film made during 
the preceding year, preferably one un- 
released, as its official entry. In the 
United States, for instance, the choosing 
is fought out fist by the Motion Pic- 
ture Producers Export Association 
headed by Eric Johnston, representing 
the major producers, then it is knocked 
around by a board in Washington, D.C., 
comprising a man each from the State 
Department, the U.S. Information 
Agency, the Department of Defense, etc., 
before being silver-plattered to the Fes- 
tival Committee. Until recently an offi- 
cer in the U.S. Embassy in Paris spent 
five months of every year as Cannes Fes- 
tival liaison man. 

The Festival becomes a matter of 
national prestige for every country 
involved. A few years back, woubled 
by the huge success of a Soviet film 
and its beautiful star in the first days of 
the Festival, the State Department and 
Department of Defense somehow got 
together, strings were pulled, and Yul 
Brynner was flown in by a U.S. Army 
plane to pull the press off the Russians. 
This heavy-handed bit of diplomacy 
nearly backfired when the French press 
played up Brynner's means of travel, 
accusing the U.S. of not playing fair. 
Jayne Mansfield, introduced by more 
conventional transportation, created an 
actual riot, and thereby saved the U.S.’ 


good name, put the French in a delight- 
ed state of high excitement, and stole 
the Soviets’ thunder. 

In addition to the one official entry, 
the Festival Committee has the right to 
invite any number of other films from 
each country, though usually no more 
than two or three. The Committee, 
headed by Robert Favre LeBret, spends 
Most of its winters screening, screening 
and screening. The in-fighting among 
producers can be pretty stiff, since the 
biggest movie plum of the year is to get 
your film invited to the Cannes Festival. 
In Europe, even the label “Invited to 
the Cannes Film Festival” draws divi- 
dends at the box office. 

‘The Festival is financed to the tune of 
roughly $200,000 from three sources: the 
town of Cannes, the Department of Alpes 
Maritimes (where Cannes is located) and 
a special fund from the French govern- 
ment which comes in part from taxes 
paid by moviegoers all over France 
whenever they go to the movies. 

The jury that makes the awards con- 
sists of ten men and one woman, about 
half of whom are French —directors, 
movie critics and literary men. The 
other half are from almost all parts of 
the globe. Gene Kelly, for instance, rep- 
resented the U.S. last year, and the year 
before it was director George Stevens. 
The jury plays it pretty straight, though 
the major awards do seem to get spread 
around to various countries rather than 
to any one, and minor awards are occa- 
sionally slipped to a country that hasn’t 
fared too well otherwise. 

Last year’s awards gave a kind of offi- 
cial benediction to a new brand of 
French movie-making which had been 
getting under way the winter before. 
Called the New Wave, its principal fea- 
tures were offbeat subjects, unknown 
actors, natural locations and very low 
cost budgets. The Golden Palm went to 
Black Orpheus of Marcel Camus, whose 
budget had been so low he often didn't 
have the carfare to ride the trolley to 
location when he was shooting in Rio 
de Janeiro. Top directorial award went 
to twenty-seven-year-old Francois Truf- 
faut for The 400 Blows, which has since 
won the N.Y. Movie Critics’ Award. 
‘Truffaut's prize was all the more special 
since he'd been banned from the Festi- 
val the preceding year because, as a 
movie critic, he’d panned the French 
entries too roughly. 

Along with launching movie trends 
and crowning directors, the Cannes Film 
Festival with its seven hundred journal- 
ists can be an unsurpassed star-maker. 
Kim Novak and Grace Kelly zoomed 
much higher into the international film 
firmament after their first personal ap- 
pearances at Cannes. In 1956, a young 
mademoiselle yclept Bardot became the 
most popular lass with photographers at 
the Festival. She’d made a few films then, 


but still was pretty much of a nobody, 
still a brunette even. Then the Festival 
photogs took over, pushed her into Gary 
Cooper's arms, elbowed her in front of 
Kim Novak, crashed her into receptions 
and dinners next to the biggest stars or 
producers, and shot away. Brigitte got a 
glorious press, and the Festival authori- 
ties grew very hot under the collar, 
busied themselves soothing the ruffled 
feathers of resentful female stars who 
wanted to know who this little French 
nobody was anyway, and BB was duly 
read a not very polite version of the 
riot act about limelight-hogging. 

The next summer she made dnd God 
Created Woman and cinematic history. 
The next year saw the same Festival 
authorities humbly asking BB to please 
grace the event as one of France's lead- 
ing ladies. Although a gentle-natured 
girl, BB has a long memory. She smil- 
ingly allowed as how she was all tied up 
film-making and just wouldn't be able 
to tear herself free for the Festival. But 
on the day the French were throwing 
their national reception, a gala affair 
with all the top bananas of the interna- 
tional movie world invited, Brigitte 
threw her own party twenty miles away, 
and the Festival authorities found them- 
selves not only without a single photog- 
rapher or journalist, but almost with- 
out a guest. 

To return, from Brigitte, to her 
would-be sisters in cinema, they are the 
greatest, most ever-present, available com- 
modity of the whole shindig. Every 
square foot of territory between the 
Casino and the Martinez — about a mile 
—is closely packed with slowly ambling 
lasses between the ages of sixteen and 
twenty-six, cach of whom is doing her 
damnedest to catch the eye of a photog- 
rapher or producer or most anybody, by 
dressing in as charm-revealing a way 2s 
she dares. They fill the terraces of the 
cafés, the lobbies and bars of the hotels, 
and, inevitably, the beaches. Minuscule 
dabs of bright plaid just manage to 
cover the vital areas, as they balance by 
on the finest of needle-heels, heads got- 
ten up in huge straw hats or scarves. 
The mettle of these girls is perhaps best 
summed up by the pert youngster who 
wiggled her way into the Paris office of 
Jerome de Briére, press attaché for the 
French Government Film Office, to ask 
for Festival hospitality—a delicate 
euphemism meaning free room and 
board, offered by the Festival to certain 
selected personalities and press folk. He 
asked her what she did. “Oh,” she 
quivered, “I'll do just anything.” Al- 
though he turned her down, Briére 
spotted her a couple of weeks later well 
settled in the Carlton bar. 

Speaking of the Carlton, just stand 
for ten minutes in its lobby at high 
Festival time and you'll see Myléne 

(continued on page 86) 
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MY NAME 15 ARTHUR GC. CLARKE, and I wish I had no connection 
with the whole sordid business, but as the moral — repeat, moral — 
integrity of the United States is involved, 1 must first establish 
my credentials, Only thus will you understand how, with the aid 
of the late Dr. Alfred Kinsey, I have unwittingly triggered an 
avalanche that may sweep away much of western civilization. 

Back in 1945, while a radar officer in the Royal Air Force, I 
had the only original idea of my life. Twelve years before the 
first Sputnik started beeping, it occurred to me that an artificial 
satellite would be a wonderful place for a television transmitter, 
since a station several thousand miles in altitude could broadcast 
to half the globe. 1 wrote up the idea the week after Hiroshima, 
proposing a network of relay satellites 22,000 miles above the 
equator; at this height, they'd take exactly one day to complete 
a revolution, and so would remain fixed over the same spot on 
the Earth. 

The piece appeared in the October 1945 issue of Wireless 
World; not expecting that celestial mechanics would be commer- 
cialized in my lifetime, I made no attempt to patent the idea, and 
doubt if I could have done so anyway. (If I'm wrong. I'd prefer 
not to know.) But I kept plugging it in my books, and today the 
idea of communications satellites is so commonplace that no one 
knows its origin. 

Idid make a plaintive attempt to put the record straight when 
approached by the House of Representatives Committee on 
Astronautics and Space Exploration; you'll find my evidence on 
page $2 of its report, The Next Ten Years in Space. And as you'll 
see in a moment, my concluding words had an irony I never 
appreciated at the time: “Living as I do in the Far Fast, I am 
constantly reminded of the struggle between the western world 
and the U.S.S.R. for the uncommitted millions of Asia. When 
line-of-sight TV transmissions become possible from satellites 
directly overhead, the propaganda effect may be decisive. . . .” 

I still stand by those words, but there were angles I hadn't 
thought of — and which, unfortunately, other people have. 

It all began during one of those official receptions which are 
such a feature of social life in eastern capitals. They're even more 
common in the west, of course, but in Colombo there's little 
competing entertainment. At least once 2 week, if you are any- 
body, you get an invitation to cocktails at an embassy or legation, 
the British Council, the U.S. Operations Mission, L'Alliance 
Frangaisc, or one of the countless alphabetical agencies the UN 
has begotten. 

At first, being more at home beneath the Indian Ocean than in 
diplomatic circles, my partner and I were nobodies and were left 
alone. But after Mike godfathered Dave Brubeck's tour of Ceylon, 
people started to take notice of us — still more so when he married 
one of the island’s best-known beauties. So now our consumption 
of cocktails and canapés is limited chiefly by reluctance to aban- 
don our comfortable sarongs for such western absurdities as 
trousers, dinner jackets and ties. 

It was the first time we'd been to the Soviet Embassy, which 
was throwing a party for a group of Russian oceanographers who'd 
just come into port. Beneath the inevitable paintings of Lenin 
and Stalin, a couple of hundred guests of all colors, religions and 
languages were milling around, chatting with friends, or single- 
mindedly demolishing the yodka and caviar. 'd been separated 
from Mike and Elizabeth, but could see them at the other side 
of the room. Mike was doing his “There was I at fifty fathoms” 
bit to a fascinated auclience, while Elizabeth watched him quizzi- 
cally, and more people watched Elizabeth. (continued on page 94) 


compounded of fact and fancy, 
this is a story of a unique 
and uliimate weapon 
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7 From left to right, and right for o Sunday 
ee CRN iiich in. the city; the olive Imported. silk 


pongee minicture glen plaid svit boosts a 
three-button natural-shaulder jacket with lap 
seam trim, flap pockets and center vents 
trousers are slim with ploin front, by Crick- 
eteer, $70. The brown ond black wool and 
mohcir miniature-check suit features a three- 
button jacket with flop pockets ond center 
vent, by J & F, $55. Chalk-striped black 
wool worsted ond mohcir suit with shawl- 
collared noturcl-shoulder jacket fectures 
short, cutaway, hidden-button fly front, 
hecking welt pockets and short side verts, 
lined in antique blue, by Andrew Pollack, 
$95. Black cord-striped wool worsted ond 
mohcir suit sports ane-pleat trousers ond a 
two-button jacket with semi-peck lopels, 
hocking welt pockets, short cutaway front 
nd center yent, by Don Richards, $55. 


dark and elegant cool suitings 


are correct for urban wear 


UMMERTIME, and the livin’ is not only 

Jeasy, but breezy to boot. What you 
need is a closet correctly loaded for the 
annual change-over to lightweight suits, 
dress shirts and silken neckties. 

Though post-equinoxial styles have 
undergone no radical revolution (the 
gentleman chooses Continental and/or 
Ivy), the voice of the fashionable turtle 
heard in the land this summer bespeaks 
distinctive mew tones and shadings— 
dark ones. 

Don't get us wrong: you'll still spot 
light-colored cords and ice-cream suits, 
but their popularity with the urban ex- 
ecutive is melting. That array of baby- 
blue and dove-gray striped suitings is 
still worn with enthusiasm by some un- 
dergraduate types, but is being replaced 
among the knowing by town suits show- 
ing an increased emphasis on dark, rich 
shadings and burnished tones heretofore 
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“Why can’t you just greet me with cocktails 
the way other wives do?” 


THE NEW TOWMBSa3 CAR 


smaller models are 


perfect for the 


man about the city 


modern living By KEN PURDY 


DRAWINGS BY ROBERT BRUNTON 


he transport himself, or himself and his date, or himself and his date and a brace of friends, in 

today’s jackstraw tangle of traffic? Supposing he wants to pick up his girl who lives uptown, take 
her downtown to a friend's pad for a drink, then, with friend, go to pick up his date just on the edge of the 
suburbs; then, four now, to dinner and a show, and afterward, a club on the other side of town for a night- 
cap. Bus? Subway? Are you out of your mind? Taxis? Fine, but an evening for four people, if they happen 
to live in neighborhoods distant from one another, will seriously erode a $20 note. 

There remains your private automobile, and that has been, until recently, a source of small comfort. As 
common a cliché as any has been the one about the folly of keeping a car in town, what with garage rentals, 
impenetrable traffic, the impossibility of finding a place to park. For the past few years, with Detroit-made 
automobiles growing steadily longer, fatter and thirstier, there's been much wisdom in the cri de coeur of 
the urbanite who says he would shoot himself before he'd buy another car. But things have changed. Now 
there is hope. 

Before we go on, it should be stated that one simple, perfect solution to this problem exists now as it 
has always existed: the gentleman’s private carriage. Buy a good limousine — Rolls-Royce has a newish 


W: ADDRESS OURSELVES TODAY to the most vexing problem of the peripatetic city dweller: how shall 


rad 


PLAYBOY 


78 


model, the P-V, at $24,500—hire a 
chauffeur for, say, $100 a week, and let 
him worry about where to park the 
thing while you’re in the theatre. He'll 
check with the box office to learn when 
the show breaks, and when it does, 
there he'll be, waiting, with the opera 
light winking on the roof so that you 
can tell your Rolls-Royce from the oth- 
ers. If this solution appeals to you, and 
is otherwise feasible, stop here—you have 
nothing further to learn from us. 

The problem isn’t limited to intra- 
urban transportation. What of the week- 
end in the country? What of the football 
game sixty miles away? What could be 
more dismal than waking up alone to 
the Sunday papers on a, morning that 
should have found you in gay company 
a long way from home? But is avoiding 
the pang worth housing a hulking nine- 
teen-foot barge useful for little else? 
Hardly. 

The answer is the small automobile, 
now fully come of age. Small automo- 
biles have been around for years, but 
until recently the choice was limited and 
the small car tended to be stark and 
uninteresting. It is no longer. Today 
you can buy smart, comfortable, fast 
small convertibles and hardtops off the 
peg. They're good-looking enough to 
stay in any company, fast enough to 
waste no time, small enough to stick in 
a parking space big cars can’t use. 

‘We are not talking here about sports 
cars. In fact, sports cars are specifically 
excluded on the grounds that the two- 
seaters are too small, the four-seaters 
vastly too expensive, and both types less 
than ideally suited mechanically for ur- 
ban use. We're concerned here with two 
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types of automobiles: the first is the chic, 
good-looking, useful convertible or hard- 
top, suitable, in the light of today’s flex- 
ible mores, for any social occasion; the 
second is the simpler, starker, cheaper 
utilitarian four-seater, the basic trans- 
porter. The first type we'll call the town 
car; the second, the hack —a useful and 
much-abused word which has been sick- 


lied o'er with negative and taximetric 
connotations, but which merits revival 
in its pristine meaning: a handy, vehicu- 
lar city conveyance. 

To begin close to the center of the 
circle, and with the town car, there are 
five American-made specimens: Corvair, 
Falcon, Valiant, Lark, Rambler. These 
are the so-called “compact” automobiles, 
smaller than the standard Detroiters, 
bigger than the small Europeans. The 
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Corvair, made by Chevrolet, has an air- 
cooled flat six engine mounted in the 
rear. Unlike most air-cooled engines, it’s 
fairly quict, and since it’s air-cooled its 
owner is relieved of any concern about 
freeze-ups. Like all rear-engine cars, the 
Corvair has a tendency toward oversteer 
(the sensation that the car wants to go 
deeper into the corner than the angle of 
the steering wheels would warrant), but 
it’s so slight, and appears only at such 
high speeds that the chances are you'll 
never notice it. 

Wise-eyed laymen are apt to view the 
advent of any such “new” design as the 
Corvair with the remark that they'll wait 
to buy until the “bugs” have been got 
out of it. It scems that there are few bugs 
left in the Corvair, and they're being 
quickly eliminated. The design and 
placement of the rear engine, the “radi- 
cal” design feature of the car, owes a 
great deal to longestablished Volks- 
wagen and Porsche practice; for another 
thing, the car has run millions of miles 
in test. 

Ford’s Falcon is a standard conven- 
tional automobile, a successful attempt 
to create a sedan that will accommodate 
six adults on a wheel base rather less 


than that of a Greyhound bus. The 
compromise is wholly successful. The 
Falcon is simple without being stark, and 
graceful but not gaudy. Like the Cor- 
yair, it’s an 80-85-mile-an-hour motorcar 
and should average more than 20 miles 
to the gallon of gasoline. (Mercury's 
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Comet is somewhat bigger — 195 inches 
overall — than the other small cars and 
really doesn’t belong in the compact 
class at all.) 

The Valiant, by Chrysler, is the big- 
gest—by an inch or so—the heaviest 
and the fastest of the Big Three compact 
models. It’s a little more lush than the 
other two, more strikingly styled, down 
to a simulated spare-tire bulge on the 
rear deck. It will do 100 miles an hour, 
and it may very well be the forerunner 
of tomorrow's compact luxury car. The 
notion that a small car de grande luxe 
may be produced in Detroit in a couple 
of years has struck many Americans as 
odd, 50 successfully has advertising prop- 
aganda accustomed us to the notion that 
only big cars can be luxurious. The fact 
is that the idea is a common one, and 
timeworn at that. The Rolls-Royce peo- 
ple used to produce a tiny jewel-like 
model called The Twenty for the num- 
ber of its horsepower by British rating: 
during the 1930s the Brewster coach 
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builders, and others, built limousines 
and genuine coupes de ville, town cars, 
on the first Ford V-8 chassis, very short 
by today’s standards. A coupe de ville 
of the Thirties on a Ford Model A chas- 
sis, newly restored, created a sensation 
at an Eastern classic car show not long 


ago. 

To return to the list of American 
town cars, all of the Big Three offerings 
can be had, in a manner of speaking, for 
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$2000, but in practice you'll find it hap- 
piest to have another two or three hun- 
dred in hand when you walk into the 
dealership. 

The Studebaker Lark, which has been 
selling at such a rate that the New York 
Stock Exchange had briefly to suspend 
dealings in Studebaker last autumn, so 
that the ticker could catch up, offers 2 
wider line of compact cars than the Big 
Three do so far: a sedan, a station 
wagon, and a convertible, with option 
of six- or eight-cylinder engines, and 
prices starting around $2100. The Larks 
are sturdy, well-made cars — Studebaker 
craftsmanship has always been notable — 
and are very gracefully styled. When 
they're powered by the eight-cylinder 
engines they will move competitively 
with any car in the class and with some 


tnat would seem to be out of it. 

The American Motors people, whom 
we used to know as the Nash people, 
certainly broke ground for the U.S. com- 
pact automobiles, and their Rambler is 
one of the important examples. The 
Rambler is a 100-inch-whee] base car, 
priced at under $2000 anywhere in the 
country. The Rambler is an American 
standard, 

That's the lot, as far as domestic com- 
pact numbers go. They offer a decently 
wide choice, but much greater variety is 
available when the category is expanded 
to include imported makes. 

‘The new Rover $-liter is probably the 
most luxurious small car in the world, 
and, at $4995, one of the most expensive. 
It has a wheel base of 110.5 inches, four 
inches longer than the Chrysler Com- 
pany’s Valiant. The Rover has been de- 
signed for quiet, long life and driving 
ease. The immaculate leather and wal- 
nut interior reflects the British com- 
pany’s policy of using only the best ma- 
terial, where it shows and where it does 
not as well. The Royer shares twenty- 
odd points of mechanical similarity with 
the Rolls-Royce, and every knowledge- 
able tester who drives a Rover inevitably 
compares it with that make. It’s one of 
the world’s great cars. 

‘The Citroén ID 19 is currently one of 
the most intriguing automobiles on the 
world’s roadways, a brand-new design by 
an old-line French house. The body shell 
is radical in appearance, dashing and 
“quick” in line, drive is to the front 
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wheels in accordance with Citro#n prac- 
tice since 1932, and the suspension is not 
by springs but by a unique air-and-oil 
system. It is my considered opinion that 


the Citroén ID 19 and the more expen- 
sive DS 19 produce the most comfortable 
ride of any car in the world, regardless 
of price. Particularly over rough sur- 
face, the comfort, the smoothness and 
the road adhesion all border on the in- 
credible, The ID 19 sells at around 
$2740 with foam-rubber seats, $2590 with 
standard types. 

A lovely small town car is the Lancia 
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Appia, a “pillarless” sedan with a great 
V4 engine. A pillarless sedan is one in 
which the rear door is hinged in back 
and the front door in front, so that both 
open in the center of the car; they close 
on small steel pegs set in oor and roof, 
so that there's no center pillar to squeeze 
past. Pillarless construction is very use- 
ful in a small sedan, but it’s expensive, 
and the Appia goes for around $8000. 
It’s 99 inches in wheel base, five inches 
more than a Volkswagen, and 135 inches 
overall as against the VW's 160. The 
difference reflects a basic tenet in 
Lancia design: put the wheels as close 
to the ends of the car as possible, and 
thus avoid overhanging metal with its 
destructive effect on stability. Like all 
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Lancias, the Appia is a fine road car. 

The Jaguar people, best known for 
fast two-seaters, make a compact car, the 
8.8 model. This used to be called the 2.4 
and then the 38.4, reflecting the size of 
the engine in liters. The 8.8 engine is 2 
big one by European standards at 3800 
cubic centimeters capacity. (For com- 
parison, the Valiant engine measures 
2791 cc.) The $8 Jag runs 2 107-inch 
wheel base, is 180 inches overall, the 
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same as the Corvair. It's a fast car (well 
cover 100), has brutal acceleration and all 
the amenities: leather, walnut, occa- 
sional tables in the rear, disk brakes on 
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all wheels, automatic transmission, the 
lot, for $5000 plus. The 3.8 even has 
power steering, which almost no foreign 
cars have, or need (they're light). It's 
not really a town car, though. It's a 
gran turismo car, 

Another British product in a lower 
price range is the MG Magnette at 
$2695. This is a 178-inch sedan running 
on 68 horsepower put through a stand- 
ard transmission. (Incidentally, only 
comparatively big, expensive items like 
Rover and Jaguar offer fully automatic 
transmissions of the type we're used to 
in this country. Hillman is the one ex- 
ception. Some small cars such as 
DKW, SAAB, Renault and NSU Prinz 
offer an automatic clutch; a Dutch car, 
the DAF, not yet widely sold here, has 
infinitely variable transmission through 
expanding pulleys, but most commonly 
an imported car offers a stecring-post- 
mounted stick shift.) Some uadition- 
minded firms (MG is onc) still make a 
floor-mounted shift. They may be right. 
After all, the newest American cars, the 
compacts, use floormounted manual 
shifts. They are simple, trouble-free, 
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more pleasant to use than the steering- 
post type; their one disadvantage is that 
they get in the way of the middle pas- 
senger when three are cartied in front. 
‘The MC's shift lever is short, stiff and 
sturdy, of a piece with the rest of the 
automobile. Leather upholstery is stand- 
ard, so is a heater, and this is not the 


case with most British cars. It has been 
only in recent years that the British have 
conceded the necessity for car heaters, 
and most of the sporting types still take 
a fairly distant view of them. 

Another old-line British house, Hill- 
man, has a neat, well-designed and well- 
made four-passenger convertible selling 
around $2265. The car measures 162 
inches overall and looks to be derivative 
of some American design practice — the 
best of it. Standard shift only, $1695, 52 
horsepower. The Hillman is a small car, 
but it’s roomy. Many buyers entering a 
foreign car for the first time expect to be 
cramped. They forget that the cars are 
built for Europeans, who are standard- 
size people with two legs, two arms, one 
head and so on. Even as me and thee. 
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The front-seat head room in 40-odd im- 
ported automobiles ranges between 34 
and 39 inches; the leg room between 35 
and 48, with most makes falling some- 
where in the middle. The Hillman, for 
example, has $8 inches of head room 
and about 86 of front leg room. The 
idea that most small imports are cramped 
in the rear is widespread, yet the three 
biggest sellers, the English Ford, the 
Volkswagen and the Renault Dauphine, 
average 39 inches of rear leg room, and 
the standard Chevrolet, Ford and Ply- 
mouth only 40.2 inches. One and two- 
tenths inches make very little difference. 

The Borgward, made in West Ger- 
Many, is a notably sturdy car, currently 
available as sedan, coupe and station 
wagon. The sedan is $2495, measures 173 
inches and will get about 22 miles to 
the gallon out of a 60-horsepower engine 
with standard transmission —no other 
kind is available. The Borgward is de- 
signed to run 100,000 miles without ma- 
jor attention. Some owners have re- 


ported difficulty getting into the first- 
gear slot in the transmission and it's a 
point worth checking. 

Another West German job is the 
DKW, sometimes known as Das Kleine 
Wunder. This is a three-cylinder, two- 
stroke car. A two-stroke engine is just 
that: it completes its cycle in two strokes 
instead of the standard four and thus 
produces twice as many power impulses. 
The standard two-stroke engine has 
seven moving parts: three pistons, three 
connecting-rods, one crankshaft. There 
are no valves and no camshafts. A two- 
stroke engine has a characteristic ner- 
vous, blatting, busy sound, particularly 
on the over-run, and because it usually 
has roller bearings, it’s quick to accel- 
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erate. The so-called “big” DKW (there's 
a smaller one, the 750) sells for $1995, 
is 170 inches and produces 50 horse- 
power. A heater is standard. Like most 
European cars, the DKW has a place for 
a radio, but it’s optional. Windshield 
washers are not often standard, either. 
Twostroke cars, for reasons involving 
lubrication problems, are built with a 
free wheel and when the free wheel is 
engaged, the DKW can be shifted with- 
out use of the dutch except for starting 
and stopping. 


Pronounced Go-lee-aht, the Goliath 


is a West German sedan at $1949 run- 
ing a flac four engine that produces 683 
horsepower. The flat engine is very styl- 
ish just now, what with Corvair having 
followed VW and Porsche in its use. 
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Mercedes-Benz produces one of the 
most yaried lines of quality motorcars 
the world has ever seen, but most of 
them are carried outside the category 
of small town car either by price or size 
or both, The 180 model, however, is 
compact at 177 inches. This is « four- 
cylinder-engine car, but it's an excep- 
tionally smooth, vibration-free four cyl- 
inder producing 78 horsepower. Mer- 
cedes-Benz cars are esteemed for longey- 
ity and excellence of design, and the 
180 is a characteristic product of a house 
that makes a fetish out of the most rigid 
possible inspection procedures. A diesel- 
engine version, the 180D, is available at 
$3517. The D version produces fewer 
horses (46) and is marked by a higher 
noise level and a lumpier idle than the 
other, but it will run 40 miles or so to a 
gallon of 25-cent fuel. 

Opel is another oldline German 
house, now a creature of General Mo- 
tors, and a pretty good sedan is ayail- 
able from Opel at $1957. It gocs 174 
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inches, produces 79 horsepower, bas $5 
inches of head room and 44 inches of 
leg room in front and runs on a stand- 
ard transmission with nothing optional 
offered. The Opel has a Detroit air about 
it, wears a little more chrome than most 
imports and has that “thegirlshave- 
been-here” look about the upholstery 
and interior fittings. Nice car, though, 
with heater and windshield washers and 
white tires and like that. Disappoint. 
ment will dog you if you seck, in shop- 
ping most European cars, wide areas of 
option on upholstery material or paint 
colors. Europeans still consider the small 
and medium-sized cars to be basically 
utilitarian, designed as transportation 
not status symbols, and a choice of 
six colors, of leather or two kinds of 
cloth satisfies most customers. Some odd 
fabrics show up occasionally. I've seen 
German, Swedish and French cars up- 
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holstered in corduroy. I found it pleas 
ant to the touch and I suspect it would 
wear well. The weirdest upholstery ma- 
terial is currently used by the Russians: 
a short-nap plush, of the kind we used 
to use in Pullman cars, often shows up 
in Moskvich (a four-cylinder, 45-horse- 
power job now available in this coun- 
try at around $1500), Volga and Chaika 
cars, frequently in a raspberry red. It's a 
mistake, however, to knock Russian 
automobiles. They are very well made 
indeed. The editor of a leading British 
technical journal told me, after touring 
Soviet car factories, that he thought the 
cars he saw bcing built would last 
“damned near forever.” 

The French-built Peugeot has been 
called, by the well-known magazine Road 
& Track, one of the seven best-built cars 
in the world. It costs $2175 with white- 
wall tires, windshield washer, heater, 
measures 176 inches and produces 65 
horsepower, It has fully reclining front 
seats, an amenity available on some other 
European cars (SAAB, for example) 
and one for which the shopper should 
inquire. Very restful. Very handy. 


Panhard is an old, old name in French 
automobile history, and the current Pan- 
hard is a lively, rather hairy little auto- 
mobile, not really so little at 180 inches. 
It has a twocylinder engine (but they're 
big cylinders, almost 500 c.c. apiece) driv- 


P 
ing the front wheels. The Panhard has 
been the basis of a good number of suc 
cessful competition cars in Europe, and 
many drivers find the notion that they're 
being whistled along by only two cyl 


JAGUAR 3.8 


inders very appealing. The car costs 
$1697 and will deliver 31 miles to the 
gallon. It’s air-cooled, and the heater 
operates on the theory that hot air can 
be gathered from around the exhaust 
stacks and blown into the car through 
ducts. The system works well enough for 
moderate climes, but a Minnesota cus- 
tomer might wish to look into gasoline- 
fired heaters. 

The Volkswagen is the biggest seller 
among imported cars, but the Renault 
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Dauphine has been crowding it hard for 
the past few months, outselling it in 
some areas. The Dauphine’s engine is 
rear-mounted and water-cooled; it sells 
for $1645 and is certainly better looking 
than the VW. It’s a little shorter, too: 
142 inches. It has $4 inches of head room 
in front, 40 inches of leg room. It’s avail- 
able with a Ferlec automatic clutch, and 
so is Renault’s four-seater convertible, 
the Caravelle, at $2495. If rarity in- 
trigues you, the Czechoslovakian Skoda 
comes in a nice sedan at around $1575. 
The British-made Riley 1.5-liter sedan 
comes of a long and honored line of 
sports cars famous in the Thirties for 
(continued on page 101) 
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ONGE LONG aco, a certain vizier was given 
three wishes by a genie. Excited beyond 
measure at his good fortune, he hurried 
home to inform his wife and to enlist 
her help in formulating the wishes. “You 
are always wanting things,” he told her. 
“Now help me to decide what we ought 
to wish for.” 

This vizier’s wife was a young and 
lusty woman in her prime and she best 
knew what her husband needed, for to 
her way of thinking he lacked somewhat 
in the proportions a man should possess. 
Therefore she said: “Let not my words 
anger you, husband. Only reflect that 
Allah did not see fit to bestow upon you 
the manly magnitude of other husbands. 
Use the first wish to remedy this defi- 
ciency, saying, ‘Genie, correct this fault 
and let me possess this gift in proportions 
more ample than those of any male.” 

At first the vizier was wroth, but he 
saw the wisdom of this idea, and he 
phrased the wish in the very words she 
had proposed. 

‘There was a crack of thunder and the 
vizier had his wish, although it did not 
please him, as you will hear. Alas, he 
and his wife had forgotten that genies 
are of the race of giants. The vizier, 
therefore, fell to the floor, drawn down 
by the weight of the genie’s gift. “See 
what you have accomplished by your in- 
ordinate greed!” he shricked at his wife. 
“What is to become of us?” 

Although his wife trembled, she col- 
lected her wits, ““Wish it gone!” she cried. 

The vizier did so that yery second, but 
when he beheld himself with naught 
where the genie’s gift had been, he 
fainted dead away and had to be revived 
with cold water. His anger, when he re- 
gained his senses, can well be imagined, 
and his wife's confusion was boundless. 

“By Allah!" she screamed. “Beseech 
the genie to make all as it was before 
you uttered the first wish.” 

The vizier was too frantic to remem- 
ber how far the wishes had gone and he 
made the third and last wish and was 


A ion from restored to his original state and propor- 

gue ae tions. Thus the genie’s three wishes were 
wasted, 
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REQUIEM FOR RADIO (continued from page 52) 


engineers or ad men or station owners. 

Of course, there were exceptions. 
Notable among these was Archibald 
MacLeish, whose verse-play The Fall of 
the City won just about every available 
prize and stands as the high point in 
radio drama. Norman Corwin brought 
quality to the airwaves, though in retro- 
spect his oround antiwar messages seem 
more valuable as propaganda than as 
art, Still, it was he who defined and 
shaped strict radio style, and through 
his influence the classic form was devel- 
oped. Gorwin demonstrated the vast 
potential of radio drama by abolish- 
ing both time and space. He created the 
little musical bridges that spanned cen- 
turies, and helped to create most of the 
other technical magics. If anyone de- 
serves the title Mr. Radio, it is surely he. 
Equally an innoyator, but slightly less 
a pure talent, was horrorspecialist Arch 
Oboler. Oboler wrote the way a ma- 
chine gun fires. A. script a day was 
routine, but occasionally he would do two. 
or three, and once in a while even four 
within a twenty-four-hour period. They 
were all short on characterization, as 
might be expected, but a surprising num- 
ber of them showed real imagination. 
Oboler’s Lights Out dramas, in particw 
lar, were rich in the stuff of horror. One 
week he would give us a story about an 


experiment on a chicken’s heart which 
causes the heart to grow and grow until 
it covers the earth (at the end of this 
play, the last survivors are cruising at 
six thousand feet in their private plane; 
we hear the drone of the single eng 
then the dry cough and  spluttering 
which indicate that the plane is ru 
ning out of gas; another cough, a fin 
spluter, a rush of air, a ghastly 
SPLOOGE! as the machine is swallowed 
up: and then the steady, horrible 
THOOMP-THOOMP of the earth-en- 
compussing heart). The following week, 
he would give us a woman who turns 
into a cat and eats her favorite canary: 
the week after that, a variation on the 
chicken heart n—a hole in the 
ground th nd 
deeper, until... It wasn’t art, but it 
was effective, and it had magic. Oboler's 
intention was to scare us silly, and silly 
he scared us. 

Of course, the child psychologists ob- 
jected to the plethora of horror on 
radio, but as a matter of strict and 
demonstrable fact, most shows were 
very moral. At the end of eaci episode 
we were reminded that although the 
villains appeared to be having a grand 
time, they would inevitably be crushed 
under the humdrum heel of Good. Or, 
as The Shadow so aptly put it: “The 


t gets deeper and wide: 


And 


weed of crime bears bitter frui 
he knew. 

There were even more subtle appeals 
to the moral sen: Breathes there a 
man among us who does not remember 
vividly the Elephants’ Graveyard chap- 
ter in Jack Armstrong? Elephan, we 
learned, were wise and mystcrious ani- 
mals whe knew when they were about 
to die. It mattered not whether from 
disease, a wound (barring direct brain 
shots), or old age: they knew: and, feel- 
ing the bitter wind from The Great 
Scythesman them, they would 
lumber proudly to a seeret place and lay 
their heavy living cargo down and quietly 
die. In a fog-shrouded valley hidden 
deep in the deepest part of unknown 
Africa were ten thousand elephant skele- 
tons and twenty thousand ivory tusks. 
It was a great white cathedral, holy and 
untouched. To disturb it would be 
sacrilege. Ivory we knew to be valuable, 
and so it was no surprise to learn that 
there were certain unscrupulous men, 
evil to the last whisker of their black 
beards, who had so little regard for whit 
was proper that they actually intended 
to pillage the cemetery—and for the 
basest reason of all: money. It took 
Jack a long time (something like six 
months) to thwart the monsters, but he 
succeeded, and we all rejoiced. A child 
today, in the time of Charles Van Doren, 
might ask why. The men were only try- 


upon, 


t know or G 


ing to turn a little profit on some dead 


hones, after all, weren't they the manufacturers 

They were trying to defile beauty, ruin en. 
flout tradi Not a bad 

message, it seems to me. T think of my childhood h 


‘Then of course there wi 
n't talk about radio without me: 
the wonderful things th: 
got for two boxtops and coin-or-sta 
Among the more memorable treasut 
Rings. With secret comp: 
hidden mi 
clues reg, 
with sire 
identifi 
that you were a member 
ing of the Secret Squadron 
pass (for never getting lost): 
mirror (for checking to see that you (- 
were not being followed). All bright as Wt 
quicksilver upon arrival, these items of dust a 
were guaranteed to turn your finger 
dark green in a week. Badges. With off Times Square’): 
cluster leaf for spirit of faith shown by Sade (The little house halfw: 
sending extra _bostops. Periscopes. For the next block’ 
nd spying on y me, Mi 
eters, For measw 
ou walked 
. For holding m1 
head when dissolved Oval 
and milk had turned the shaker cold Shadow; Peter Quill 
and frosty. Gharms. Buttons. Wings. Si ner Sanctum; The F 
lent whistle 
ious gewgaws, eagerly aw 


the prizes. and J 
le while. For 


carved wooden legs, listening. 


ing and listening - 


ding next week’ 
(for summoning 1 
n (for showing your friends little chatterbo: 
‘good stand. auburn lock 
with com Navy (Oh, Cuh-lun 
with om” the Ol-shunnn 


1 the Twenty-Fifth © 


toa he: 


ty Hi-yo 


Son 


erry and the Pirates: 
night; The Green Hornet; 


Lights 


that they were 


nd, 12 
ish T could go back to him for 
hour. One hour 
lt my eves closed and my mind open, 
2 on my back under those g1 


tment (for to the kid shows, but to many of the 
izes); with decoder (for grownup shows too; listening and listen: 


To Little Orphan Annie (“Who's that 
the one with 
Don Winslow of the 
-byuh the Gem 

Buck Rogers 


pretty 


The Lone Ranger (“A cloud 
rire! 
First Nighter (The liwle 
Vie and 
yup in w 
Ames and Andy (‘Buzz 
lang Busters (“Rat 
of Fire: 

Captain Mid. 
Wilderness 
» erystals Road: King of the Royal Mounted; The 


mil’s Carve: 
And a hundred other Mollé Mystery Theatre; Suspense; Mv. 
ed and Keene, Tracer of Lost Persons: 
htedly received by small fry who bia Workshop: Theatre Guild on the 


Colum- 


tan Opera 
harmonic . . 
Met 
Wilson, 


R: 


In 


for United States Ste 
and fi 


Mercury Playe 
ians had arrived. 
ind the Let's Pretend people. 
who filled our lives with beauty. 
nond. Your Host, 
who kept us shivering under the cove: 
es Fassett, who taught 
TL WFOIE some pretty tunes 

ld MacLeish a 
win, who give us poetry and drar 


us that the } 
Nila Mack 


To J 
Mo. 
N- Archi 


Be Beautiful and The 
Stella Dallas (plus Stelli 
but insane Ad, 
The Story That / 


the West find happiness 3 
calthy and titled Englishman? 

udly — 1 can’t go back. So: 
all the terrible, wonderful show 


Jost hours of enchantment, a 
ter 


dir; Lux Radio Theatre; Jol Nesbiw’s 
ng Parade... 
nd the New York Phil: 
ar Bergen, C 

Kate Smith, 
Harry vo 


nd even to Helen Trent and Life Can 
Goldbergs 


and fear and dreaming —a salute. 


red 


. who convinced 


nd Arch Oboler. 
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Light in taste... right in style 
—that’s Muriel Coronella! 
. smart and casual in size 
mellow and pleasing in 
aroma... wonderfully rich 
in enjoyment. Light up 
a Muriel Coronella today. 


Enjoy the new taste sensation 


MURIEL CORONELLA 


the excitingly different small cigar 


PACK UE FIVE 


-.. even if 
you've never 
or hardly ever 
smoked a 
cigar before! 


Packages of 5 for 25%. Try a pack today! 
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PLAYBOY 


CANNES FESTIVAL 


Demongeot, Pascale Petit, Estella Blain, 
Agnés Laurent, Daniele Gaubert, Liliane 
Brousse, etc.—a very rewarding exper 
id one not to be equaled any 


where, 


If the girls can’t find themselves a 
producer (on the whole, hardened souls 
who usually come with their wives or 
established ladyfriends), they'll ay to 
latch onto the lensmen, (Note: pack a 
camera.) The European photographer is 
a determined man, and if he can’t sweet 
k a girl into lifting off those last vital 
millimeters of material, hell just reach 
out and do the job for her. These scenes 
can happen just about anywhere: Last 
year, on the official Festival picnic to the 
Isle of Ste. Marguerite, one girl lost first 
the top. then the bottom of her suit, and 
afterward, with crowds cheering, she re 
tired in suitable tears. It was ako on 
this municipal excursion, which always 
seems to prompt nudity, that Simone 
Silva bared her ample bosom to Bob 


Mitchum in the aforementioned inci- 
dent. Our photographer caught one 
young lady —a contestant in the Miss 


Festival beauty contest — just asa 
Iriendly crowd pulled off the top of her 
suit on the most public of all Cannes’ 


If she had 
during the beauty contest. she 
might have stood i chance. As it was, 
the crown went to an American Negro 
girl, Cecelia Cooper. who looked 
enticing indeed in her yellow bik 

One French photographer who felt 
thar the Festival authorities were taking 
themselves much, much too seriou 


very 


(continued from page 72) 


halter and shorts walk up to 
, Marcel 


of the importance of maintaining the 
dignity of the whole two-week affair. 
The idea way for the girl to flex her back 
muscles and let the top of her bikini pop 
olf directly before him, so that he, as i 
gallant Frenchman, would be obliged — 
in theory —to courteously retrieve it for 
her — all of which would be recorded by 
the waiting Jensmen 
ticed popping out a number of times 
until she had it down pat, but 
Tast minute she lost her nerve. The 
dent, and her bra, never came off. 
As you may ye surmised, 
ships with the fair sex are pretty ea 
entered into in Cannes at Festival time. 
OF course, it helps if vou speak the Lan- 
guage, but many of the girls have found 
English important to their potential 
movie careers, so even if you flunked 
French, you should be able to communi- 
cate well enough, Your opportunities to 
suike up an iequaimtance quite 
simply, manifold. There’s something of 
a friendly, w 1-one-big-happy-family 
atmosphere 
makes the direct approach the sinple, 
logical and easy one. 
y afternoon, one of the twenty- 
odd participating countries throws a big 
spread on the terrace of one of the s 
front hotels. If you've heen diligent in 
your friend-maki on the beach, it 
shouldn't he too hard for you to go 
along to many of these pleasant brawls. 


“T discovered that I simply had nothing to say, and, 
quite frankly, I don't give a damn who knows it!” 


Crashing the gate isn’t hard, and prac 
tically every visitor to Cannes at Festival 
time has done so at least once. These 
parties are also excellent places 
for you to socialize y with the ladies 
who turn out en masse. Scotch and 
champagne are the principal beverages, 
though lethal slivovitz is served by the 
Czechs, who usually spread one of the 
Dest tables of the Festival, with masses of 
succulent ham and hot wursts flown in 
from Prague. The Poles and Soviets are 
lavish with caviar and vodka. 

The Italians, who have a rather 
stiong sense of competition because 
their Venice Festival is the closest rival 
to Cannes, knock themselves out by tak- 
ing over a whole chateau up in the hills 
ing over the city and sea. bringing 
people in by dozens of buses, and serv 
ing them whole barbecued pigs, Italian 
style, along with great Italian breads, 
cheeses and wines. For dessert, along 
with espresso and gelati, they generally 
¢ out Sylvana Mangano and/or Gin: 
Lollobrigida in their most extrava 
décolletage: 
ian starlet is summoned for the occa: 
to do honor for her counvy. 

If you don’t make a national recep- 
tion, you always have a good excuse to 
dally in the hall or bar of the Carlton, 


lool 


the scenery and, once aga 
friends. 

Dinner in the dining room is alwa 
a glittery aflair with a dozen big-name 
stars, directors and national delegates 
supping before the late show. The food 
is classic international hotel cuisine — 
grilled meats, fresh vegetables, interest 
w, desseris — coming to around $5 or S6 
per meal, plus wine. 
"re for a quicker or more in- 
pack, there’s the Drap d’Or or 
Chez Félix, restauranteafés with oper 
‘aces Iooking out on the 
mean, where you 


Mediter 
good spaghetti Bolognese and red wine 


or a more elaborate, finely cooked meal 
as well, for something over a dollar, But 
if you're really interested in sampling 
some fancy French cuisine with the ew 
phasis on seafood — you ae i 
port— make reservations through 
for one of the eateries right on 
n look out 
atthe harbor lights through a fine cross 
ching of masts and yachting flags. 
There you can introduce your palate to 
such delights as loup de mer flanbé — 
literally translated as a fh 
wolf—in which the fish is stuffed wi 
marvelous herbs, poured over with 
Armagnac and touched olf. The result — 
crusty to bite into, with tender per 
fumed meat on the inside — is dificult 
to resist. 

Suoll along from dinner to the Festi 
alace about ten minutes carly and 
ur after-dinner colfce strony and 
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World’s 


Largest 


invites you to 


TAKE ALL YOU WANT! 
MONAURAL $2.00; STEREO 52.50 


{[Watues up to 


to 3550 98 | 


IF YOU AGREE TO BUY FOUR ADDITIONAL RECORDS DURING THE 
NEXT YEAR UNDER MEMBERS’ SPECIAL DIVIDEND PLAN...WHICH IS 
EQUIVALENT TD A 334% SAVINGS FROM REGULAR RETAIL PRICES. 


HERE'S HOW THE CLUB WORKS: 
© TAKE ALL YOU WANT! You pay only 
$2.00 for each monaural (standard) 
high fidelity record and $2.50 for 
each stereophonic sound record. 


© A FREE RECORD OF YOUR CHOICE 
FOR EVERY TWO YOU BLY! Under 
members’ special dividend plan, you 
only agree to buy 4 selections during, 
the next year at regular retail prices. 
which enlitles you to 2 free records, 
of your choice—a total of 6 records, 
for the price of 4. This members’ spe 
cial dividend plan (a free record for 
every 2 you buy) continues as long 
‘as you remain a member of the Club. 


© Enroll in any of these categories— 


Popular, Classical or Jazz. 


= Vou will receive The Record Club 
News each month with hundreds of 
albums fully described in order to 
make your record selections. 


= You may accept or reject the selec 
tions of your category, take any of 
the other records offered in other 
categories, or take no record in any 
particular month. 

*You are free to discontinue your 
membership at any time after buying 
four albums. 

‘if you are a Oiners’ Club member, 


purchases can be included in your 
regular Oiners’ Club bill 


ALL 
LABEL 


RCA VICTOR 
COLUMBIA 
DECCA 
MERCURY 
LIDERTY 
EVEREST 
HIGH FIDELITY 
VERVE 
VANSUARD 
ATLANTIC 
WORLD PACIFIC 
UNITED ARTISTS 
VOX 
MONITOR 
DMEGA 
PERIOD 
ELEKTRA 
DEL CANTO 
‘SPDKEN ART 
GNP 
INTERLUDE 
DETHLEHEM 
KING 
& MANY 
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The 
Taming 

Of The 
Shrill 


Shakespeare tamed the shrew. 
Sonotonetames the shrill. (Noises. 
that is!) Turntable rumbles, too, 
Here's how: 

Tn most standard phonos. dis- 
torting vibrations travel in a ver- 
tical course. With monophonic 
cartridges, vou can get away with 
it. Butin stereo, it’s another story. 
Vertical rumblings can make 
stereo records sound like ele- 
phants doing the cha-cha. 

‘That's why. Sonotone’s modern 
stereo ceramic cartridge, Model 
“STA”. has an exclusive suppres- 
sor that reduces turntable rumble 
to an absolute minimum. Helps 
you get the highest fidelity. You'll 
hear the difference when you get 
a Sonotone. 

Price $14.50...cthers from $5.45 
to $29.50 (including mounting 
bracket) . 

FREE—"Stereo Simplified” 
booklet. Just write to: 


Sonotone.: 
‘Che aria ae eee 


THE 
LIVIN’ 
IS EASY 


in our colorful leisure 
wear. Here, a well cut 
knit cotton boat neck 
with three-quarter 
sleeves. New vertical 
stripes. Summertime 
colors: blue/white, 
olive/gold, 
blue/black, 
gold/white, 
alive/white, 
black/white. 
Also solid colors 
blue, black, 
gold, orange. 
S.M.L. $4.50 


The slacks: Drip-dry all 
cotton topsail. Slim cut 
with slash pockets, no 
Belt loops or back packets. 
Block, white, natural, 
denim blue, green-gold, 
dark olive. Odd and 

even sizes 26-36. $10.95 


By mai 
‘odd 50c handling 
No €.0.0's pleose! 


859 THIRD AVENUE » NEW YORK 22. N. Y. 


black from the espresso machine of the 
nexcdoor café, the Blue Bar. The side- 
walks are roped off to the general public 
(half the population of the city, you 
begin to think) with motorevcle cops 
whirring about and imposing order. The 
actual lobby of the Festival Palace, if 
the star of the evening is someone like 
k or Sophia Loren, is packed 
than any rush-hour subway. 
Escorted by Festival Director M. LeBret, 
the star makes her be 
up the red-carpeted s 
gocs white with the 
hb bulbs. 
comparable ueatment. 
the watchers send 


z way slowly 


irs as the hall 


explosions from 


hundreds of ch succeeding 
celebrity gets 
Outside 
up the name of exch 
whoosh of excitement. 

Inside the hall (amd no one not in 
evening dress is allowed to set foot in- 
side) the people downstairs in the or 
chestra stand and look at the famous 
folk upstairs. Seating arrangements in 
the bileony have brought more than one 
distinguished movie-maker to near blows 
with the Festival organizers over imag- 
ined slights to their prestige. 

You can, of course, go to the Festival 
and never see a movie, and still have a 
ball. But if you do want to sce some of 
the films, it’s wise to make reserv:itions 
well ahead of time. AU in all, about a 
hundred or more movies get unspooled 
during the two weeks — morning, noon 
and night. Daytime shows will set you 
back from S2 to $5 per. The evening 
show, at ten. is in most demand, how- 
ev 5 to SIO, vi 
to $20 a seat for the closing 1 


n the street, 


wostar im a 


nd seats cost from 


ight when 


the awards are announced. 

Be prepared 10 lose 
minutes of the film because of the pho- 
tographers’ flurry over the star of the 
evening. The audience, you'll note, be- 
haves in a way special and peculiar to 
film festival crowds, Don’t be surprised 
by bursts of applause right in the mid- 
dle of a movie. Bold or original shots, or 
a really good piece of acting, are ap- 
pluuded. the way opera lovers respond 
to an aria, Some old. Festival hands 
claim they cin predict the awards from 
the pattern of applause throughout a 
film. Occasionally you uhink they anay 
be r 


mst five 


bout the 


t, if you're present at a sereeniv 
like that of Roan al the Top last your. 
erybody knew that Simone Signoret 


prize fom 


cinch for the top actin 
iven her 


the thunderous ovation 

The filmy shown at the Festival han- 
dle adult themes in a thoroughly adult 
way. There are no censors’ evilavinded 
scissors at work here, though even the 
Paris public occasionally gets i version 
that is clipped. Sex. despite the fet that 
France's Minister for Cultural Affairs, 
André Malraux, feels it isn’t quite the 
right export to be associated with France 
in the world’s mind. is still much in 
evidence. And, on occasion, you even 
get some pleasant surprises fom odd 


corners of the world. The young Polish 
and Hungarian moviemakers, for exam- 
ple, cut loose with many a surprisingly 
revealing, frank scene. Of course, the 
sound tracks of these films are in the 
native tongue, with French subtitles. so 
you may be guessing about what's goit 
on, except for the British and U.S 
entries. 

After the show, there's usually a sid 
night supper party in honor of the film 


just presented. If you've rented a car — 
ad with 
maybe 
you'll want to drop in at Whisky a Go 
Go, an unpretentious, expensive lite 
boile on the outskirts of town on the 


a simple matter easily arrany 


your indispensable concierge 


J to Nice. It’s the place to go alter 
dark 1v’s warm and Tow-lit, with music 
supplied by American records which are 
in France. The sewing: one 
n-walled room with a small 
dance floor for visitors, and a larger 
open-air dance floor set up like « kind 
of hothouse for the locals. Sometimes it 
ule of unescorted misses will come in 
and sit and sip waiting for someone to 
ask them to dance, but it’s wiser to come 
with a friend already in hand. Whisky 
Go closes down with the dawn. 

Should you be the gambling sort, step 
right up to the Casino by the port, MIL 
the delights of Las Vegas are available 
excepung the one-armed bandits, Re 
member to bring your passport. though. 
or the watchdogs won't let you in. Once 
you've gained enue, you'll sce gents 
like Daryl Zanuck and Jack Warner 
manipulating the big moncy. 

IL you have a friend in tow and thin 
are humming along nicely, you might 
take a long drive to the east or west of 


Cannes. park above the sea, listen to the 
soft slap of the breakers and enjoy the 
beauty of a Mediterranean night. Daws 
which comes around five, is a pretty nice 
sight in that part of the world, and if 
you're still feeling fit. you might go for 
a foamy café au lal, fresh eges and ham 
at Félix’ down by the Carlton before 
calling it quits 

(in-all of the hotels, incidentally, 
should you return from an evenine 
friendless, the concierge will be happy 
to send up a local wench to your ree: 
these matters are ueated with a matter 
of-fact French sophistication here.) 

When the last reel of the fast film Ins 
been shown, when the last hopeful star 
let has departed with a last hopeful wig 
gle of her hips, you'll sigh a deep sigh of 
satisfaction, for vou will have come to 
the end of what must most certainly 
fect wo weeks, in 


have been a near p 
atified every sense — esthetic 
wthy. spiritual and animal. And 
ind yourself left with only one 
question concerning the Cannes Film 
Festival: Why doesn’t it continue all 


year Tong? 
Ly | 


LIFE OF SPICE 


(continued from paze 40) 
the butter melts, add the parsley, tar 
rigon and paprika. Stir well. Add the 
meat. Sauté, stirring constantly, until 
meat loses its red color. Add the mush- 
1oom gravy, tomato juice, water, onion 
juice and garlic powder. Simmer, cov- 
1. from fifteen to twenty minutes 
stivving frequently. Add salt and pepper 
if desired. Serve with uttered noodles 
or rice. For buffer caters this is one of 
those dishes that cin he handled on the 
lap without the hazards of a knile. 


Swiss FONDUE 
(About one pinty 


1 Ib. processed Swiss cheese 

4 cup Rhine wine 

Y, teaspoon garlic powder 

Vs teaspoon Worcestershire 

Ys teaspoon dried dill weed (not seed) 

Y, teaspoon celery salt 

dash cayenne pepper 

2 tablespoons kitsch 

Fondue is always eaten community 
fashion from a chafing dish or fondue 
dish. Fach guest spears a chunk of bread 
with the end of a long-handled fork 
twitls the bread in the melted cheese 
until thickly coated. and then wansports 
it to his mouth without ceremony. 

Gut the cheese into Vin. cubes (or 
squares if the cheese is sliced). If the 
processed cheese is used instead of the 
regular holey Swiss cheese. you'll be less 
likely to encounter those tough strings 
thar tend to form when cheese is heated 
Pour the wine into a chafing dish or 
fondue dish. When the wine is hot, add 
the garlic powder, Worcestershire sauce. 
dried dill weed, celery salt and cayenne 
pepper. Stir well to blend all ingredi 
ents thoroughly, Add the cheese, and 
cook, stirring frequently, until cheese 
melts. Add the kitsch, Keep the flame 
as low ay possible, and begin dunking 


COEEE WHIT CARDAMOM 
(Four demitasse cups) 


Zcups Acgular —collee-cup — size) 
strong coffee 
4 cardamom. pods 
Yj, cup cognac 
2 tablespoons cur 
4 lumps sugar 
Crack the cardamon pods and remove 
the dark inner seeds. Put the cardamom 
sceds. cognac, curagao and sugar in a 
chafing dish, Heat gently. When the 
Niquor is hot, set it allame, Lee it bk 
for about ten seconds. Pour the coffee 
over the liquor. Stir well. Bring the cof- 
fee up to the boiling point, but do not 
boil. Pour into demitasse cups. From 
canapés to colfee, your guests will agree 
that a good thyme was had by all. 
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at one price for 
stereo and monaural 


SONGS OF HAWAII: CHARLES K. L, DAVIS. LPBR 5060; SDBR 1060 (STEREO). IRVING BERLIN: A GREAT MAN OF 
AMERICAN MUSIC WITH A NEW INTERPRETATION BY POLIAKIN, HIS ORCHESTRA AND CHORALE. LPER 6058; 
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Sportsman 


Se Se 


USES DANDRICIDE 


©ERIC WIDMARK, sportsman/ 
art director knows the importance 
of impeccable grooming. His 
avoidance of the flamboyant be- 
hind the board or in the fields has 
won him the respect of both clients 
and sporting colleagues. Eric says: 
“Today, with so many younger 
men fighting hard for a major slor 
in che business world — personal 
grooming is important. They are 
so busy creating an image that they 
sometimes forget about their per- 
sonal grooming. There is no reason. 
to have dandruff . . . Especially 
when using DANDRICIDE is so sim- 
ple for both men and women. I 
judge a gun by the shape of its 
stock and my associates by their 
personal grooming — I always no- 
tice their hair first. Unsightly dan- 
druff annoys me — it must annoy 
you too.?? 


ANTI-DANDRUFF RINSE 


DANDRICIDE guarantees 
results apainst the tough- 
est case of dandruff. 
DANDRICIDE is fast, easy 
fo use and economical, 
too .. . the large $1.00 
bottle lasts for months. 
Buy DANDRICIDE at your 
barber shop or drug 
store . . . or mail one 
dollar to: 


DANDRICIDE COMPANY 
114 12TH STREET, BROOKLYN 15, N. Y. 


MAY-DECEMBER MADNESS 


(continued from page 46) 
be much less bored. There you hav 
“T like the idea very well,” Domi 
replies. And, a couple of chapters | 
we find them in Cannes, happily enjoy- 
ing the facilities of a no-questions-<sked 
hotel. With an car to the paperthin 
wall of page 88 in ou mauve-pink re- 
print, we hear Uncle’s slow voice urging 
her to: “'Take off those pajamas, silly. 
You'll rample them. How can you be 
cold on a night like ¢ Are you ill?"” 
Luckily for Luc, she isn't. She is sim- 
ply much less bored. As “the literary 
heroine of two continents” reports from 
inside Dominique: “He took me his 
arms, carefully removed my pajamas, 
rolled them up in a ball and threw them 
on the floor. I remarked that they would 
be rumpled, just the same. He began to 
ugh gently. All his gestures were in- 
credibly gentle. Deliberately he kissed 
my mouth and shoulders, and went right 
on talking. 
“You smell of warm grass. Do vou 
like this room? Otherwise we'll go some- 
where else. Cannes is a rather pleasant 
place...’ 
answered ‘Yes, yes,’ in # strangled 
voice, wishing it were tomorrow morn- 
ing. It was only when he drew away 
from me a little and put his hand on my 
hip that 1 1 to feel stirred. He 
caressed me, and [ kissed his neck, his 
body, everything I could touch of this 
shadow profiled against the nocturnal 
sky. Finally he... 

But, 2ut alors! There gocs our tele- 
phone! What ue for Paulette to call, 
just to inquire if we have found the top 
to her bikini! It is over a week, she 
reminds us, and her presence on the 
h has caused four drownings. The 
ey — beast of a man —approaches 
her in the halls with proper suggestions! 
Please to look in. She is embarrass! 

Poor Paulette! 

Poor, poor Dominique! Her holida 
too svon over 

Having introduced her to the sea, the 
day finally comes when Unde Luc has 
to go home to his w nd Dominique 
T took to long walks,” she tells 
“and to thinking with detachment 
and a very vague interest of the comi 
ademic year. Perhaps I might find 
something to study that was better suited 
to me than law, since Luc had promised 
to introduce me to one of his friends 
who was a newspaper editor... .” 

It is with a certitin smile that we can 
already detect in her a certain literary 
bent — journalism now, perhaps, and 
the writing of best-sellers later. At nine- 
when she has had time to 
nd mature. 
ng is for sure. The time she 
spent with Luc has not been wasted, 
since an affair with an Older Man would 
seem ev bit as essential to a girl! i 
ing success as the al 


to Paris. 
us, 


Ss writ- 


ity to type with 


two fingers and understand the first 
three pages of Strunk's Elements of Style 
—more, in fact. Some girls have been 
known to skip Strunk altogether, while 
others have written quite successfully in 
eyebrow pencil on bits of old Kleenex. 
But few have managed to get by with- 
out doing a little significant sack duty 
with a man in his middle years. 

Occasionally the Older Man and the 
carcer overlap, as in the case of Allison 
MacKenzie, the budding young novelist 
in Peyton Place and Return to Peyton 
Place, who was fortunate in being able 
to serve her literary apprenticeship un- 
der her agent, Bradley Holmes. This is 
by far the most sensible and convenient 
method. At least, in the opinion of most 
middle-aged literary agents. 

Bradley, of course, was eminently 
qualified, we learned in Peyton Place: 
“forty years old, dark haired and power- 
fully built” His office “was full of light 
and warmth the morning when Allison 
went there for the first time, and it 
smelled of expensive carpeting, and 
crushed cigarette ends, and of books in 
leather bind: 
‘Sit down, Miss MacKenzie,’ said 
Bradley Holmes. ‘I must confess that 1 
am rather surprised. 1 hadn't expected 
someone so young.’ 

“Young was a word which Brad used 
often, in one fonn or another, in all his 
conversations with Allison. 

‘Tam so much older,’ he would say. 

“Or: ‘I've lived so much longer.” 

“Or: ‘You have a surprisingly discern- 
ing eye, for one so young.” 


“And many, many times, he said, 
‘Here is a charming young man whom 


I think you will enjoy.’” 
Allison, however, was having none of 
that bop. She had already met an older 
man whom she knew she would enjoy 
dd his initials were Bradley Holmes. 
For the bencfit of those who only saw 
the movi 
their relationship didn't begin wap: 
proach a climax unul the day Allison 
finished her first novel 


ng 
ing and at last she wrote the wa beaut 
ful words 1 Exp. She arched her neck 
and moved her shoulders, feeling the 
pain of weariness and strain, and then 
she glanced at the clock and lit a ciga- 
rete. It most nine o'clock and she 
could call Bradley Holmes at his office. 
“Oh, Brad,’ she said as soon as she 

heard his voice, ‘I'm finished with it. 

“Wonderful!” he said. “Why don’t 
you bring it around on Monday?” 

“On Monday!" cried Allison, ‘But 
Brad, I thought we could have dinner 
and read it over together later. 
‘That would be nice,’ Brad had 
d, ‘but I'm leaving carly this after- 
noon to go up to Connecticut.” 

“Oh? Allison asked. ‘Are you going 
alone?” 


si 


Allison was silent for what 
seemed st long moment. “Brad? 

Yes?” 

‘Take me with yo 


He was silent for a long time in his 
turn, ‘All right,” he said at Last. “PM pick 


you up at about fou 
“TI be ready. 
“And Allison. 

Ves, Brad?’ 


Leave the manuscript at home. We 
can talk ic over if you like, but P've had 
a helluva hard week. I'd like to rest 


this weekend 

As might be expected, it turned out 
to be a helluva hard weekend, and old 
Brad didn’t yet much rest, but the 
change probably did them both a lot of 
good, Alone in the wilds of the Nutmeg 
Suite, it wasn’t long before Uncle Brad 
ley was helping Allison off with her 

idenhood, while the rocky glens of 
Jirfield softly echoed her “moaning, 
animal sounds” and “odd, mingled cry 
of pain and pleasure.” 

“By Sunday morning she had been 
able to walk nude in front of Brad, and 
feel his eyes probing her, without feel- 
ing either shame or lear. She had 
her back, and lifted her heavy h 
neck, and pressed her breasts 


t reaction 


her 


’ night, reaction to 
Bradley was equally swift, when, dri 
sck to New York. he let it drop that 
ried and had two non-Poly- 
an offspring. From the description 
1 the book, we gather that the 
id felt as if she had just be 
imo the pool with all her clothes on. 
But by the time we reached those “two 
THE END,” We 
sneaking suspicion that Allison 
somehow going to work that w 
nto the closing chapters of a pretty se 
sational bestseller, someday. And old 
Uncle Brad would be on hand to nego- 
jate the movie sale. 


he was m 


n 


Ivy a similar kettle of sure-fire seduc- 
tion when the Older Man happens to 
be a writer and his litte snooku 


spires to be nod 
This 


mi 
vader. variation, 
Septem ng Switch” o: 
Doody Plot Wheel, is gener 
mule novelists, and is characterized by 
the Older Man's efforts to keep cool and 
hold Buby off at book length. While the 
story clements probably date back to 
some carly cuneiform — Rock-ol-the- 
Month-Clab selection, the classic exam- 
ple in the preSagan, post-Toasties era is 
undoubtedly Aldous Husley’s brave old- 
world novella, After the Fireworks, 
“Take me, Miles" pants 
Pamela Tarn, when she at last succeeds 
in pinning Miles Fanning, the fright- 
fully urbane novelist, against the back 
seat of a Roman cab. “*Take me. If 
you want me. 


than a lay 
labeled the 
my Howdy 
ly used by 


young 


int » to disen- 


3 tried to prot 


se himself, gently, from her embrace. 
But 1 want you to take me, Miles,” 
kissed 


ed. ‘I want you...” She 
aim; she pressed herself a 
his hard body. ‘I want you, Miles. 
if it is stupid and mad,’ she added 
another little spurt of desperation, mak- 


ing answer to the expression on his face. 


to the words she wouldn't permit hi 
to utter. “And it isn’t. Tome . love isn't 
stupid or mad. And even if it were, | 


don’t care. Yes, I want to be stupid and 

l_ Even if it were to kill me. So take 
me. Miles.’ She kissed him 2 
a 


Though Fanning mans 
out for a few more pages, 
write her a letter in wh 
her of “what a terrible army with b 
ners” she is, with her eves, her laughte 
and her “impert 
he begs her to conside 
difference in their age 
sues him with the s 
of 


nd ies to 


nent breasts” — though 


the thirty-year 
= Pamela pur 
ele-minded frenzy 
sex-mad lox fighting its way up- 


stream to spawn, and the Inevitable 
finally happens: 
~“There, sit down,” came his voice. 


She obeyed 
Lean back.” 
pillows. . 

In the three decades since Miles Fan- 
ning first joined Pamela Tarn between 
the hard covers of Brief Candles, a regu- 
lar Rotary of middle-aged gents has 
huffed and puffed through forests of 
printed wood pulp with 
other impassioned young’ thi 
their well-worn tails. But 
drous jet age of smooth-worl 
pers and quick-cooking wild oats, events 
happen much more rapidly. Consider, 
for instance, the speed with which Andy 
Wells abandons the struggle to Sally 
Pierce, the blonde and blue-eyed Rad 
cliffe girl, in Hollis Alpert’s rundown on 
the same thermal theme: The Summer 
Lovers 

“Andy, she 
close to his. ‘Pl 
be 


a low divan received her, 
She let herself fall onto 


posse of 
gs hot on 
this 


ing 


won- 


1, keepi 
ase kiss me 
p kissed in the fog. 

“Is th 
So." she si 


ge her face 


I've never 


an experiment” he asked. 


1, her voice breathless. 
‘We're off limits, but kiss me.’ 

“1 don't understand,’ he s: 
thless himself, and put 
under her chi 


id, a little 
his fing 
n, making her look 
forehead. 


bre 


he 


suddenly 


whatever the struggle was wi 
he had been engaged in, and with the 
release of a kind of tension fecling 
lightheaded and happy. He felt her face 
against his. and he was delighted to have 
it there, so dose to him. Her lips slack- 
ened and went open. It was a youthful 
kiss, full of yearnings, and it reminded 
him of sessions long ago 

And, in less time : 
“The Summer Lovers is the sensationally 


Margie Douglas 


JOA! costornia 


Presents the flair of 


..in a TOBI Lastex Swim 
Suit, jewelled and mono- 
grammed with two large 
non-tarnish initials in Silver 
Lurex. Black, White, 8-16. 
swim surr $19.95 postesia 
TOBI'S jewelled Cardigan in 
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initials in Silver Lurex. Black, 
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CARDIGAN $17.95 postpaid 
‘Order separately or In sets 


MONOGRAMMED WITH 2 INITIALS IN ORIENTAL SCRIPT 
'No exchoraes on Mononrommed Goods 
‘Add 4% Soles Tax in Colifernia 


‘SEND FOR MARGIE'S NEW SWIM SUIT FOLIO 


wait orien to Mange Douglas 


‘854 So. Robertson Bivd.. Los Angeles, Califomia, 
($10.00 deposit with all C.0.D's.) 
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Wired $65.95° 


Cover $3.95 
Lose Cover, 
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aystems; free Stereo 
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Muniz has both! 


ALITY 


Unsurpassed... 


Beautifully designed with the 
future in mind, the Incom- 
parable MUNTZ TV is mode 
by Americons for American 
fetes... with American 
components. 

For quotity ond volue, MUNTZ 
‘Wieeds the poce__IMlustroted: 
‘The Wedgweod, Console 

See the complete cle: 

displey throughout Americal 


America's Television Triumph 


Inc,, 1000 Grey Avenue, Evanston, 


Why fumble for credit cards? 


4 \"] 
CREDIT ee pricier ectein 
POCKET SECRETARY & CREDIT 

U B \ FV canv HOLDER. Room for 24 or 
‘7 M ! T S°* more cards, livenses and/or photos in 


transparent pockets. Money compart 
Contains full- 


ment for bills. 


memo pad 


gift. Available in Morocco G 
kor Sable Brown. 
xs’ Club card. Free 
nently displayed i 


. Write for quantity prices 
We'll bill you on your Diners’ Cl 
acrount. 


Two nnits for the price of one... 


$2Q95 SPECIAL 
Complete 


Tax Included 
Gift Boxed 


ck 


Sold on Money. 
NOVEL MFG. CO. 
33 2nd Ave. 


Dept. 8-3168 
New Ye 3, NY. 


PHYLLIS DILLER 


(The newest ZANY in captivity) 


In her recording 
debut, she stuck 


“WET TOE 
IN A HOT 
SOCKET!” 


PERSONALIZE YOUR CA 


Now you can give your automebile that 
custom made look a golden Auto 


Identification Plaque. Handsome golden- Results: 
toned metal plaque is 1” x3” and offi- 
cially engraved with “THIS CAR HILARIOUS 
MADE ESPECIALLY FOR (any name 
you desire).” Looks so authentic on ‘Mf you haven't got it, GET IT! 
hboard. Has adhesive backing so it HUGH DOWNS 
won't harm paint or leather. Specify 
Album $P6002 ~ In better shops 


name desired. $1.00 postpaid. 


SPHICER GIFTS 1 Spencer Blig., 


ATLANTIC CITY, NEW JERSEY. 


MIRROSONIC RECORDS, LTD. 
513 East 84th St., New York 28, N. Y. 


revealing novel of what goes on among 
the sophisticated elite at a fashionable 
summer colony ly is whispering, 
“Do that, do that,” and they break out 
of her little blue Austin-Healey to set up 


an impromptu beach party. 
‘Tell me one thing, 
you a virgin?” 


he suid. ‘Are 

‘Not really.’ 

Whit docs that mean? 

“It means I'm not really a virgin 

Please don’t wait any longer, Andy. I 

want this to happen.” 

‘You're absolutely sure?” 
“Yes, I'm sure. Please, And 
“Then, whatever she was saying be- 

came incoherent, and he wondered if the 

sounds she made were sounds of sobbing. 

Through it all it scemed to him his 

mind remained brilliantly clear, as 

though every second of it must be re- 
membered for a long time to come. 

“Yes,” she sighed. ‘yes.’ 

“An astonishingly sexy lite girl, he 
thought, as he shook the sand out of the 
blanket and methodically folded it. He 
brushed sand from his clothes, and saw 
Sally doing the same to her skirt. They 


walked back to the car, their arms 
around each other 
re you all right?" he asked. 


es, I'm fine.” 
Are you sure you wanted this 1 
happen?” 

“Yes, I did,” 
much, much better. . . 

T felt pretty OK, too, as I got up and 
shook the sand out of my swimming 
trunks, Because, uth tw tell, 1 hap- 
pened to be reading The Summer Low 
evs on the very same beach where Sally 
had finally convinced old Andy that she 
wanted this to happen. 

Tt was a sunny Tuesday afternoon, 
and there were no little blue Austin: 
Healeys around, but the quaint old Long 
Island resort town was identical with 
the one the author had so flimsily dis 
guised under the unlikely name of Fast 
Nine. 

To me it had 
Hampton, and I 
in the next village for less yea 
now cure to count, “Hot Beaches, Po 
ing Surf, Crowded, Passionate Nights.” 
was the way the book blurb put it. And 
if my nights hadn't been exactly swarm- 
ing with offlimit Radcliffe girls, 1 fg 
ured it must be because of my li 
youthfulness. 

Literarywise, I felt I might make it. 
While T wasn’t writing a book. like 
Andy Wells or Miles Fanning, 1 had 
done a bit of scribbling in my time. 
and was two years behind in my dues 
to the Authors Guild. Surely that must 
count for something, I reasoned. If 1 
wasn’t cligible for an Austin-Healey and 
a sandy blanket, I should at Jeast qualify 
for a Simca and a damp beach towel — 
if I could only lick the age element. 

I was seriously considering drawing a 


she said. ‘Now I fecl 


always been 


ad been summe 


few wrinkles on my face and touching 
my hair up with shoe-white, when, much 
to my delight, I espied the silvery glint 
of three gray temple hairs in my 
ing mirror one morning! Here, at last, 
Wis my passport to what Time had so 
temptingly described as “Sun, Sea, Sand, 
Susceptibility . . . Hot Days and Per- 
fervid Nights!” 

Humming the ori 
Gigi with a Chevalier accent, 1 tossed 
my library copy of Huxley in the back 
Se: nd headed for Fights Hampton — 
ostensibly to return the book, but ac- 
tually to alert the younger set to my 
new-found maturity with a long walk 
down M Street. 

Swinging into the parking lot behind 
the supermarket where the sophisticated 
elite of this fashionable summer colony 
came to uade in their empty tonic bot 
tes and squeeze the hell out of tomatoes 
and inclons, I could sense all about me 
the presence of “women whose only 
standard is their power over 
men, and men who yield too readily to 
the drugued atmosphere of heat and 
luxury and idleness 

As I cut across the perfervid pave- 
ment toward the street, a heat-drugged 
sybarite in black Bermuda shorts and 
h » socks brushed gaily by, 
1 in arm with a feckless young thing 
who couldn't have been a over 
fifty-eight. Sleek-hipped young matrons 
with flashing eyes nasally implored Stee- 
phen to share his Tootsie Roll with lit- 
tle Barbara. A bearded artist type bear- 
ing a small box of Fig Newtons si da 
semiabstract brunette carrying a Rinso 
carton loaded with chocolate mi Fri- 
tos, hamburger buns, pink toilet tissue, 
charcoal briquets and a copy of TY 
Guide. Through it all my mind re- 
cd brilliantly clear, as though every 
ond of it must be remembered for a 
long time to come. 

And then I saw her — a bronze-limbed 
blonde in pale-green shorts and a bulky- 
knit cardigan that could s 
ceal the impertinence of her young fig- 
ure. She was standing in the doorway 
of the lighting com: » and when our 
eyes met, her lips slackened and went 
open in a yawn, It was a youthful yawn, 
and reminded me of 

ed cars. 


nal-cast album of 


Se 


ely con- 


gled cry, as I came abreast of her with 
tilted temple and an interesting Herbert 
Miashall limp. “Would you like to take 
a cnance?” 

“In an Austin-Healey?” I asked in a 
slow voice. 

“No, on a new Pontiac,” she added in 
a sudden spurt of desperation, making 
answer to the expression on my face, to 
the words she wouldn't permit me to 
ginchy little four-door. 
ater.” 
nderstand, 
an experiment?” 


I said. “Is this 


ly, it's a rafile!” she said, press- 
ing the book of tickets in my face and 
glorying in my swift reaction. “Take one 
Please, take onc! I know you think it’s 
stupid and mad, but it isn’t. Not really. 
Iv’s for the Elks Club. Please, take one. 
I only have two left. Take one. Please?” 
Tell me one thing,” 1 said “Are you 
an Elk?" 
fot really. 

“What does that mean?” 

“Tt means I'm not really an Elk. Take 
one. Pleasc? I’ve almost finished the 
book. 

“Wonderful!” f said. “Why don’t you 
bring it around on Monday, and we can 
talk it over, I've had a helluva hard 
week.” 

“On Monday!” she cried. “Monday 
will be too late. Please don't wait any 


longer. 
I'm so much older,” 1 reminded her, 
suddenly 1g up whatever the strug- 


gle was with myself I had been engaged 
in, and with the release of a kind of 
tension feeling lightheaded and happy. 
‘Are you sure you want this to happen?” 

Sure, I'm sure. Please, huh?” 

I began to laugh gently. All my move- 
ments were incredibly gentle. 1 relieved 
her of her chance book and carefully re- 
moved the cap from her pen, and went 
right on talking. 

“You smell of hot beaches and pound- 
ing surf, Do you like this town? Other- 
wise we'll go someplace else. Patchogue 
is a rather pleasant place. . . .” 

Then, whatever she was saying be- 
came incoherent, and [ wondered if the 
sounds she made were the sounds of 
swe: 


she sighed, “yes.” 
astonishingly busineslike little 
t, as I shook some ink out 


of the nib and methodically wrote my 
ne and address. 1 brushed a few blots 
from my clothes, and saw that she was 
doing the same to her shorts. Then she 
collected a buck from me, rumpled it 
into a ball, and walked back to her car. 
Are you all right?” I asked, as she 
climbed in and slammed the door. 
“Yes, I'm fine.” 
I was silent for what seemed a long 
moment. 
m leaving early this afternoon to 
go up to Connecticut,” I said, a liule 
breathlessly. “Alone. 
“I can believe it,” she said, as the mo- 
tor turned over with a moaning, animal 
sound. “It makes me feel much, much 
better! 
The 


library full of light and 
warmth. The librarian had a kage 
voice and slow hands. She smelled of 
m books and inexpensive carpeting. 
In the space of a split second J thought 
to myself: “I like her. She's a bit old, 
and J like her.” 

Wandering through the stacks, pon- 
dering a choice between Black Beauty 
and The Autobiography of Alice B. 
Toklas, 1 began thinking with detach- 
ment and a very vague interest of the 
coming tax year Perhaps I might find 
someth better suited to me 
than writing. My agent had promised to 
introduce me to one of his friends who 
was looking for someone to play pi 
in . Or was it a ware. 
house? No matter. I still had several 
years to wait before I could start col- 
lecting my Old-Age Benefits, and play- 
ing piano might help to pass the time 
‘Those warehouse cats might really dig 
me, and I'd be much less bored. . - 


10 
warehouse. 


“Don't tell me you're going to be a nagging wife, Myrtle.” 
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] REMEMBER BABY LON 


(continned from page 73) 

Ever since 1 lost an eardrum while 
pearl divi rier Reef, 
T've been at a considerable disadvantage 
a functions of this kind: the surface 
noise is about 6 db too much for me to 
cope with. And this is no small handi 
cap. when being introduced to people 
with names like Dharmasirawardene 
Vissaverasinghe. Goonetilleke and Jaya 
wickrame. When [Pm not raiding the 
buifet, therefore, | usually look for a 
pool of rekitive quiet where there's a 
chance of following more than fifty per 
cent of any conversation in which | may 
t involved, [ was standing in the 
acoustic shadow of a large ornamental 
pillar, surveying the se 
tached or Somerset Ma 
when I noticed that someone v 
ing at me with that “Haven't we 
before 
THT describe hin with some ure, be 
cause there must be many people who 
He was in the mid 
thirties, and I guesied he was American 
he had that wellscrubbed. crew-cu 
about Rockefeller Center look dh 
nark until the younger 


on the Great B: 


met 


expression. 


can identify h 


used to be a h, 
Russian diplomats and technical ad- 
visers started imitating, it so successfully 
He was about six fect in height. with 
shrewd brown eyes and black hair, pre 
matmrely gray at the sides. Though 1 
was fairly certain we'd never met before 
ice reminded me of someone. It 
took me a couple of days to work it out 
remember John Garfield? That's who it 
was, ay near ay makes no difference. 
When a stranger catches my eye ata 
standard operating. procedure 
nes into action automatically. If he 
scems at pleasant enough person, but 1 


dow't feel like introductions at the 
mome 1 give him the Neuwal S 
» past hi 


he receives the coup doeil, which con- 
sists of a Jong, disbelicving stare fol- 
lowed by an unhurried view of the back 
of my neck; in extreme cases, an expr 
sion of revulsion may be switched on for 
4 few milliseconds. The message usually 
ELS aCrOSS. 

But this character seemed interesting, 
and I was getting bored, so T gave him 
ihe Affable Nod. \ few minutes later he 
drifted through die Gowd aud I aimed 
my good ear toward him. 


Hello,” he said (yes, he was Ameri 
can), “my name’s Gene Hartford. I'm 
sure we've met somewhere 


T answered 
ime in the States. I'm 


I've spent 


“Quite likely 
ood deal of 
Arthur Clark 

Usually that produces a blank stare 
but sometimes it doesn’t. 1 could almost 
see the IBM cards flickering behind 
those hard brown cyes. and was flattered 
by the brevity of his access time. 
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“The science writer?” 

“Correct,” 

“Well. this 
genuinely astonished. “Now I know 
where [ve seen you. 1 was in the studio 
ice, When you were on the Dave 
show." 
lead may be 


‘orth following, 
up, though I doubt it: and Tm sure 
that “Gene Hartford” was phony — i 
was too smoothly synthetic.) 
n TV?" I said. 
ng here — collecting 
ust on Vacatin 
He 


“What 
terial, oF 


you 


me the fronk. friendly smile 
man who has plenty to hide 

‘Oh. I'm keeping my eves open. Bur 
this really is amazin: ad your Ex 
ploration of Space when it came out 
back in, ah — 

“1952; the Book-of-the-Month Club's 
never been quite the same since. 

Al this time I hadl bee 
and though there w 
nL didn’t like, 1 was unable to pin 
it down, In any case. 1 was prepared to 

ke substantial allowances for som 
one who bad read my books and 1 
also in TV; Mike and 1 are always on 
the lookout for markets for our under: 
water movies. But that. to put it mildly, 


of 


52: 


w Hartlord’s Tine of business, 
Look, said cagerly. “Ive 
network deal cooking uvat will interest 


you —in fret 


you helped to give me 


ng, and my co 


nped several 


ar it, What's the gen- 


alk about it here, but could 
t my hotel, around thice to 


we me 
morrow! 

“Let me check my diary; 
OR. 

There are only two hotels in Colombo 
is, and T guessed 
- He was at the Mount 
nd though you may not know 
it, you've seen the place wh 
our private chat 


re we had 
Around the middle of 
Coat, there's 

brief scene at a military hospital, wh: 
Jack Hawki 
where he can find Bill Holden. We hi 
a soft spot for this episode, because Mike 
Was one of the convalescent naval offi 
im the background. If vou look 
Uy you'll sce him on the extreme 
din full profile, signing Sam 
me to his sixth round of bar 
chits, As the picture unned out, S: 
could afford it. 


on this diminutive pla 
above the miles of pala 
beach, that ne Hartford 
started (o unload — and my simple hopes 
of financial advamtage started to ev 
orate. What his exact motives were, if 
indeed he knew them himself, Un still 
heertain, Surprise at meeting me. and 
twisted fecling of gratitude (which 1 
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four AR models—the AR-I, AR-2, AR- 
to these speakers at your dealer's, or, 
al. 


The acoustic suspension principle is now used 
AR‘, priced from §89 to 
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would gladly have done without) un- 
doubtedly played a part, and for all his 
air of confidence he must have been a 
biuer, Jonely man who desperately 
needed approval and friendship. 

He got neither from me. I haye always 
had a sneaking sympathy for Benedict 
Amold, as must anyone who knows the 
full facts of the case. But Arnold merely 
betrayed his country; no one before 
Hartford ever tried to seduce it 

What dissolved my dream of dollars 
was the news tl Hartford's connection 
with TV had been severed, 
somewhat violently, in the early Fifties. 
It was clear that he'd been bounced out 
of Madison Avenue for Party-lining, and 
it was equally clear that his was one case 
where no grave injustice had been don 
Though he talked with a certain con- 
trolled fury of his fight against asinine 
censorship, and wept for a brilliant— 
but unnamed — cultural series he'd had 
kicked off the air, by this time I was 
beginning to smell so many rats that my 
replies were distinctly guarded. Yet as 
my pecuniary interest in Mr. Hartford 
diminished, so my personal curiosity in- 
creased. Who was behind him? Surely 
not the BBC. . 

He got round to it at last, when he'd 
worked the self-pity out of his system. 

“Tye some news that will make you 
sit up,” he said smugly. “Phe American 
networks are ig to have some 
real competition. And it will be done 
just the way you predicted; the people 
who sent a TV wansmitter behind the 
Moon can put a much bigger one in 
orbit round the Earth.” 

“Good for them.” I said cautioush 
m all in favor of healthy competition. 
When’s the launching date?” 

“Any moment now. The first trans- 
mitter will be parked due south of New 
Orleans —on the equator, of course. 
That puts it way out in the open 
Pacific; it won't be over anyone's terri- 
tory, so there'll be no polit 
cations on that score, Yet it will be sit- 
ting up there in the sky in full view of 
everybody from Seattle to Key West. 
Think of it—the only TV station the 
whole United States can tune into! Yes, 
There won't be any way 
it; for the first time, there'll 
be a clear channel into every American 
home. And J. Edgar's Boy Scouts can’t 
do a thing to block 

So that's your little racket, | though; 
at least you're being frank. Long ago I 
learned not to argue with Marxists and 
FlatEarthers, but if Hartford was tell- 
ing the uth J wanted to pump him for 
all he worth. 

“Before you get too enthusiastic,” 1 
said, “there are a few points you may 
have overlooked.” 


American 


uch 


Phis will work both ways. Everyone 
knows that the Air Force, NASA, Bell 
Labs, T&T. and a few dozen other 
agencies are working on the same proj- 
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dyes (o the States 
in the propaganda line, she'll get back 
with compound interest 
Hartford grinned mirthlessly. 


ect, Whatever Ru: 


dn’t firstn 
disappointed. Surely you know that the 
States is years behind in pay 
ity! And do you 
T.3 is Russia's Is 


word? 
moment that I began 


ad of any Amer 
ical 22,000-mile 
orbit —the only one that would deliver 
a satcllite apparently fixed above the 


‘arth. And by the time the U.S. could 
match that performance, heaven knows 


where the Russians would be. Yes, 
Heaven certainly would know. 

“ALL right” I conceded. “But why 
should fifty million homes 


start switching cli 
they cancun 


nnels just 
40 Moscow? T 
but their entertain- 
ment iy worse than their politics. After 
the Bolshoi, what have you? And for me, 
a little ballet goes a long, long way.” 

Once again T was treated to that pe- 
culiarly humorless smile. Hartford had 
been saving up his Sunday punch, and 
now he let me 1h it 

“You were the one who brought 
the Russians,” he said. “They're ir 
volved, sure—but only as contractors. 


The independent agency I’m working 
for is hiring their services.” 

“That,” T remarked dryly, “must be 
some agency.” 


“It is; just about the biggest. Even 
though the States ies to pretend it 
doesn't exist. 

“Oh,” I said, rather stupidly. 
that’s. your sponsor.” 


“So 


to look 
if the rumors fell far short of the 
qruth. But how far short, I'd still no 
conception. 

“You are so right,” continue 
ford, obviously ¢ himself, 
Rus: i 
novelty, the Nielsen 
to zero. But not with the programs I'm 
planning. My job is to find material that 
will put everyone else out of business 
when it goes on the air. You think it 
can’t be done? Finish that drink and 
come up to my room. I've a highbrow 
movie about ecclesiastical art that Ud 
like to show you.” 

Well, he wasn’t crazy, though for a 
few minutes I wondered. I could think 
of few titles more carefully calculated 
to make the viewer switch channels uh 
the one u flashed on the screer 
ASPECTS OF THIRTEENTH CENTURY TANTRIC 
SCULPTURE, 

“Don’t be alarmed.” Hartford chuck- 
led, above the whir of the projector. 
“That title saves me having trouble with 
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inquisitive Customs inspectors. It’s _per- 
fectly accurate, but we'll change it to 
something with a bigger box-office ap- 
peal when the time comes 

A couple of hundred feet later, after 
some innocuous architectural long:shots, 
T saw what he meant... 

You may know that there are certain 
temples in India, covered with superbly 
exeauted carvings of a kind that we in 
the west scarcely associate with religion. 
To say that dhey are frank is a Ia 
able understatement; they Ieave nothing, 
to the imagination —any imagination 
Yet at the same time they are genuine 
works of art. And so was Hartford's 


movie. 

It had been shot, in case you're in- 
terested, at the Temple of the Sun, Ko- 
“An awkward place to. reach.” 
tford told me, “but decidedly worth 
the trouble.” I've since looked it up 
's on the Orissa coast, about twenty: 
five miles northeast of Puri. The refer- 
ence books are pretty mealy-mouthed; 
some apologize for the “obvious” im- 
possibility of providing illustrations, but 
Percy Brown's Indian Architecture 
minces no words. The carvings, it says 
primly, are of “a shamelessly erotic char- 
acter that have no parallel in any known 
building.” A sweeping claim, but 1 cin 
believe it after secing that movie. 

Gamera work and editing were brill 
ant, the ancient stones coming to life 
beneath the rovi lens. There were 
breath-taking time-lapse shots as the 
chased the shadows from 
intertwined in ecstasy; sudden 
startling close-ups of scenes which at 
first the mind refused to recognize; soft 
focus studies of stone shaped by a mas. 
ter’s hand in all the fantasies and aber- 
rations of love: restless zooms and pans 
whose meaning eluded the eye until they 
froze into patterns of timeless desire, 
etemal fulfillment. The music — mostly 
percussion, with a thin, high thread of 
sound from some stringed instrument 
that I could not identify — perfectly 
fitted the tempo of the cutting. At one 
nguorously slow: 


rising sun 


bodies 


moment it would be la 
the 


ng bars of Debussy’s 
then the would 
swiftly work themselves up to a fren 
vied, uendurable climax. The 
art of the ancient sculptors, and the 
skill of the modern cameraman, had 
combined ies to create 
4 poem of rapture, an orgasm on cellu. 
loid which T would defy any m 
watch unmoved. 

‘There was a long silence when th 
screen flooded with light and the lasciv 
ous music ebbed into exhaustion. 

My God!” I said, when I had recov 


drums 


almost 


ross the centr 


nto 


ered some of my composure. “Are you 
going to telecast thal?” 

Hariford laughed. 

Believe me,” he answered, “that’s 


nothing: it just happens to he the only 
reel I can carry round safely. We're pre 
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pared to defend it any day on grounds 
of genuine art, historic interest, religious 
tolerance —oh, we've thought of all the 
angles. But it doesn't really matter: no 
one can stop us. For the first time in 
history, any form of censorship’s become 
possible. There's simply no 
way of enforcing it; the customer can 
get what he wants, right in his own 
home. Lock the door, switch on the TV 
set to our —dare I call it our blue net- 
work? —and settle back. Friends and 
family will never know.” 

Very clever,” I said, “but dor 
ink such a diet will soon pall? 

“OF course; variety is the spice of Tif 
We'll have plenty of conventional en- 
tertainment: let me worry about that 
And every so often we'll have informa- 
tion programs—1 hate that word 
propaganda —to tell the cloistered 
American public what’s really happ 
ing in the world. Our special features 
will just be the ba 

“Mind if I have some fresh air?” T 
said. “Ivy getting stuffy in here." 
tford drew the curt nel let 
daylight back into the room. Below us 
lay dha long curve of bea 
wer fishing boats drawn up  be- 
ith the palms, and the little waves 
in foam at the end of their 
y ch from Africa, One of the 
loveliest sights in the world, but I 
couldn't focus on it now. I was still 
secing these writhing stone limbs, those 
frozen’ with which th 
centuries could not slake. 

That slick voice continued bel 
my. bic 

“You'd be astonished if you knew 
just how much material there is. Re- 
member, we've absolutely no taboos. If 
n film it, we cin telecast it. 
He walked over to his bureau and 
ed up a heavy, dog-eared volume. 
“This has been my bible,” he said, 
or my Sears, Roebuck, if you prefer. 
Without it, I'd never ha sold the 
series to my sponsors. They're great be- 
lievers in science. and they swallowed 
the whole thing. down to the last decimal 
point. Recognize it2" 

I nodded: whenever I enter a room, 
I always monitor my host's literary 


utterly 


"t you 


th 


. with the 


face 


you 


P 


“TE guess I'm the only man who's read 
it from cover to cover, and not j 
looked up his own vital statistics. You 
sec, it's the only piece of market 
search in its field, Until something bet- 
ter comes along, we're making the most 
of it. It tells us what the customer wants, 
and we're going to supply it” 

“dil of iB Some people have odd 
tes.” 

“That's the beauty of the movie you 
just saw —it appeals to just about every 
taste.” 

“You can say that 


1 muttered. 


He saw that I was beginning to get your seat —or send you running to the 
bored; there are some kinds of single. bathroom — because they show all the 
mindedness that I find depressing. But little details you never get in those 
Thad done Hartford an injustice, as he cleaned-up Hollywood movie 
hastened to prove. “We'll follow that with some reall 
Please don't. think.” angi: unique material that cost us exactly 
ously, “that sex is our only weapon. nothing. Do you remember the photo- 
Exposé is almost as good. Ever see the graphic evidence the Niirnburg war 
job Ed Murrow did on the late sainted trials turned up? You've never seen 
Joe McGarthy? That was milk and water because it wasn't publishable. There 
compared with the profiles we're plan- were quite a few amateur photog 


ning in Washingion Confidential. phers in the concentration camps, who 
“And there's our Can You Take 1? made the most of opportunities they'd 


© the men never get again. Some of them were 
ny hanged on the testimony of their own 


series, designed to sepiu 
from the milksops. We'll issue so ma 
advance w 
American will feel he has to watch the — It will lead nicely into our series Torture 
show. It will start innocently enough, Through the Ages — very scholarly and 
on ground nicely prepared by Heming- thorough, yet with a remarkably wide 
way. You'll see some bullfighting sc- appeal. . . 

quences that will really lift you out of And there are dozens of other 


arnings that every red-blooded — Gamecras, but their work wasn’t wasted. 


“Nothing mysterious about him at all— 
he’s double parked on West 43rd Street.” 
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SHOES FOR MEN 
A reolly new shope in shoes — I 
“Torontello", sleek, smooth slip-on. In o 
wide voriety of your fovorite leathers ond 
colors, it’s only one af the mony better- 
looking, bettarfeeling stylez ot your local 
Thomas decler now. $8.95 and up, 
For nome of neorest dealer, 
write THOMAS SHOE DIV., BRILLIANT BROS. CO., 
190 LINCOLN ST., ROSTON 11. MASS. 
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BINDER 


Sturdy binder holds 
12 agetess iseues of 
PLAYBOY. Magazine 

name and emblem are 
stamped In gold leat. 


PLAYBOY 800K DEPARTMENT 
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, lil. 


but by now you'll have the general pic- 
ture. The Avenue thinks i¢ knows all 
about Hidden Persuasion — believe me, 
it doesn't. The world’s best practical 
psychologists are in he east these days. 
Remember Korea, and brainwashing? 
We've learned a lot since then. There's 
no need for violence any more; people 
enjoy being brainwashed, if you set 
about it the vi 

“And 
brainwash the United States. Quite an 
oda 


you," , “are going to 


dy —and the counuy will love 
it, despite all the screams from Con- 
gress and the churches, Not to mention 
the networks, of course. They'll make 
the bi of all, when they find 
they can’t compete v : 

Hurtlord 


cst fu 


hus.” 
need at his watch, and 


Pime to start pack 
got to be at that unpronounce: 
port of yous by 
pose, that you can fly oy 
10 and see us 
1 hope; but I've got a pretty 
1 of the picture now. And inci- 
dentally, aren't you afraid that P11 spill 
the bean: 
“Why should I be? The more pub: 
you can give us, the better. Al 
ing campaign doesn’t 

" few months yet, 1 
feel you've earned this advance no 
As I said, your books helped to give me 


ple air- 


x. There's no chance, 
to 


sometime?” 


though ou 


ulvertisi 


go into top gear for i 


c 


ititude was quite genuine, by 
left me completely speechless. 

Nothing ean stop us,” he declared — 
1 for the first time the fanaticism 
t lurked behind that smooth, cynical 
facade was not altogether under control 
“History is on our side. We'll be using 


America’s own decadence as a weapon 
against her, and it’s a weapon for which 


there’s no defense. The Air Force won't 
attempt space piracy by shooting down 
a satellite nowhere pear American tervi- 
tory. The FCC can’t even protest to a 
counuy that doesn’t exist in the eves of 
the State Department. If you've any 
other suggestions, Ud be most interested 
to hear them.” 

I had none then, and I have none 
now. Perhaps these words may give some 


brief warning before the first teasing 
advertisements appear in the wade 


papers, and may start stirrings of ele- 
phantine alarm among the newyo! 
Bue will it make any diflerence? Hart 
ford did not think so, and he may be 
right. 

“History is on our side.” I cannot get 
those words out of my head. Land of 
Lincoln and Franklin and Melville, 1 
Jove you and I wish you well. But mo 
my heart blows a cold wind from the 
wt; for I remember Babylon. 
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25 match books in black 
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NEW TOWN CAR 
(continued from page 81) 

speed and power. It’s priced at $2320, 
measures 153 inches and produces 6 
horsepower. There's a standard shift only, 
no automatics available. This is a hand- 
some little car, nicely finished inside 
and out, and lively in performance. 

SAAB stands for Syenska Aeroplan 
Aktiebolaget, a firm specializing in air- 
cra{t production? Svenska Acroplin AB 
makes the Drakeli fighter, one of the 
best single-seater jets flying today, and 
the company makes three versions of the 
SAAB automobile: a sedan, a gran 
turismo sedan and a station wagon. The 
sedan goes for $1895 and three- 
cylinder two-stroke engine similar to the 
DKW’s. The SAAB is 2 wind-tunnel car, 
and hence quiet at high speed: it has 
a front-wheel drive, with consequent 
benefit in snow and ice, plus remark:tble 
road adhesion coupled with mechanical 
sturdiness. It also offers as option the 
only over-theshoulder seat belts a 
able today. Over-the-shoulder belts are 
the only sensible kind, and one enter 
prising fellow rolled a SAAB five tim 
nd walked away from it because he was 
strapped down. The Gran Turismo 750 
model, designed for fast point-to-point 
driving, rallies and competition, costs a 
basic $2560. 

The Simct Aronde has at Teast one 
accessory not found on too many other 


cars; a town-and-country horn, soft and 
loud. (Heater and windshield washer 
come with it, too, for $1745.) It stands 
164 inches and puts about 50 horsepower 
through a. standard transmission. The 
Simea line is handled by Chrysler in this 
country. 

wo British town cars that offer over- 
drive as an option are the Singer and 
the Sunbeam Rapier, at $2349 and $2499. 
They're the same size — 163 inches — but 
the Singer offers 60 horsepower, the 
Sunbeam 73. The Singer price quoted is 
for the convertible. Sunbeam also has 
convertible, but the rear seats 


¢ of the 
type the British call “occasional,” which 
means that they're likely to be quite 


comfortable for children up to the age 
of cight. 

‘Taunus sounds exotic but it’s really a 
Ford — made in West Germany. It sells 
here for $2120, is in the mediumsize 
Dracket of 172 inches and produces 67 
horsepower. You cin have it with an 
automatic clutch, too. 

Vauxhall is 
protéyé, a steady, well- 
ing 169-ineh car 55-horsepower 
engine and a standard transmission. It 
costs $1958 and looks Detroity. 

The Volvo — that’s Latin for “I roll 
along” in case you'd forgotten — is made 
in Sweden and also looks Detroity, but 
r old Detroity. However, a new 
and better-looking model is on the way. 
The Volvo is something of a phenome- 


General Motors 
Gt nad look. 


other 


with 4 


non: its engine produces an astonishing 
amount of power per square inch of 
capacity and is also apparently unbreak- 
able, although these two things are 
usually considered to be mutually 
reconcilable. One hears of Volvo engin 
being run to 7000 rpm in races with 
no apparent harm done, When small- 
sedan races are held, Volvos and SAABs 
usually split the first five or six. places. 
The car costs $2240. is 176 inches big 
and puts out 87 horsepower. Transmis: 
sion but three. or four- 
speed gear boxes are available at option. 
Wise men take the four. It costs no more. 
In Sweden the factory will insure the 
car for you for free, too. 

‘Then there's the Volkswagen, at $16 
and 160 inches, This is the most popular 
small car in the world, designed more 
than twenty years ago by one of the most 
generously gifted of automobile design- 
ers, Dr. Ferdinand Porsche, and first 
brought to the attention of the world as 
the “People’s Car” of the Thousind- 
Year Reich. The VW is designed to run 
for 100,000 miles without trouble, and 
many of them do, although probably 
most belong to Europeans who under- 
stand what maintenance means. Two 
factors play heavy parts in the VW's 
longevity: body styling that changes al- 
most not ait all, and an engine purposely 
restricted by design so that it cannot be 
made to run too fast. A prettier, and 
more expensive, version of the VW, 
with an Italian body, is the Karmann- 
Ghia, but it’s really only a two 

Two small British fourseaters are: the 
Triumph sedan by the producers of the 
famed TR ter, at S1999, and 
the Morris Minor 1000 convertible at 
$1760. The Minor is one of the best 
handling small cirs in the world. A 
genuieman of my acquainunce who 
Knows as much about sports G 
one in the world, and who Gm afford 
anything he likes, drove a supercharged 
Mortis Minor back and forth to work 
for many months in preference to am 


is standard, 


js) 


two. 


Sas any- 


ures 148 inches, 


a bit bigger than the competing Austin 
AMO at 14 and $1795. 
Now, of the hacks, the four- 


small cars? 
In the first place, we're using the word 
“hack” in the old and honorable sense: 
a gendeman’s conyeyance meant pr 
marily utility. “The station hack 
was what the blood of the Nineties told 
the coachman to bring around from the 
carriage house when he had shorthaul 
errands to do. And there's nothing that 
says a hack can't be used for longer 
trips. It certainly can. It won't be as 
fast and it won't be as comfortable, but 
it will go there and come back and you'll 
make a little money on gasoline. 

A new Austin 7 is in production, al- 


passeng taroundtown 


ly for 


Nothing tells others so much about you 
...your personality... your tastes, as 
your choice in fine music presented in its 
most natural form—stereo. And . . . no 
other sterco hi-fi components blend so. 
compatibly, so beautifully into your own 
home as HEATHKIT. For quality . .. there 
is no peer. 


my, 2 seco 
IDAYSTROM, neonronsree 
a 


Send today for your FREE Heathkit Catalog de- 
scribing a complete line of ecsy-to-ossemble, 
modeslly priced stereo hi-fi components, or see 
your nearest authorized Heathkit dealer. 


|} HEATH COMPANY f 
1 Benton Harber 38, Michigen 1 
' 

A Please send the latest Free Heathkit Cata- { 
1 log. 1 
re H 
1 AboRess - 
city. ZONE STATE H 
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though not widely distributed as yet. 
Thi al] squarish automobile by 
Alec Issigonis, the young British de- 
signer who did the Morris Minor. The 
car—called the Mini-Minor —is built 
ound =a “transaxle” — transmission 
and axle combined, and in this case 
ed with the engine, which sits on 
top of the axle-transmission, crosswise, 
and drives the front wheels. The car is 
stubby and boxy-looking, but there's 
plenty of room for four people and in- 
sulation from road shock, but road and 
engine noise is of a high order, Most 
European cars produce more engine 
and gear noise than Americans are 
used to hearing. Two reasons might be 
cited: (1) Noise doesn’t interfere with 
the performance of the car, and that's 
what counts: (2) Many keen drivers like 
engine noise. The Austin 7 appears 10 
be an exception, and because it can be 
sold for around $1600 it might be a very 
exception. 

BMW  (Bayrischen Motoren 
) “600" is a two-cylinder two-door 
small automobile — but two-door 


sa 


with a difference: one door opens on 
the side, and the other opens the whole 
front of the vehicle. Most convenient 
for disembarking. You just d 
nto the curb, using half 
parking space. open the door 


nd step 
onto the sidewalk, It goes for $1398, or 


$1497 with a sunroof, the overall Jength 
is 117 inches, and a heater is standard 
cquipment. The engine is air-cooled. 
‘The Renault people make a car, 
called the 4CV, one size down from 
their Dauphine: 4 chevaux-vapeur, or 
steamhorses. The 4CV runs a rear 
mounted, water-cooled 750-c i 
This is a sturdy four-passenger : 
bile for $1345, well suited 
town hacking. (The French police use i 
sometimes.) The 4CV was designed by 
Dr, Ferdinand Porsche while the French 
held him after World War I, and be- 
cause it is not the world’s best-looking 
Gar there are those who sometimes call 
c." I, however, 


the 
not a pretty thing either, 


“This bull looks mighty dangerous to me, Miss 
Parish. I think we'd better stay here till 
the farmer gets him in the morning.” 


but it shows in its unusual design fe 


tures — front-wheel drive, novel suspen 
sion —- the depth of Gitrotn’s experience. 
You can run it for next to nothing: say 
50 miles to the gallon if you baby it. 
and one reason there aren't many in 
this country is that the wily French 
stand in line to buy them as the factory 
bangs them out. Room for four and 
sunroof, $1095. 

The FIAT 600, product of the biggest 
automobile manufacturer in Italy, is a 
kind of hack de luxe, with ample room 
for four people in a well-finished small 
car. Sunroof, $1450, heater, whitewalls, 
windshield washer, 129 inches, grdzie. 

Two Japanese entrants in the hack 
derby are the Datsun and the Toyopet, 
the Datsun at $1616, the Toyopet, 
$2000. The Datsun runs 153 inches 
37 horsepower, the Toyopet 169 
Both have standard shifts and no 
options. The prewar notion that Japa- 
nese mechanical devices were shoddy 
and cheap has no place relative to 
Japanese automobiles of 
careful thought h 
Toyopet, for ¢ a trouble 
lamp that plugs into the dashboard, and 
ing light that goes on if any door 


is ajar. 
The English Ford Anglia is a buy at 


$1583. It’s shorter th the VW at 150. 
inches and it’s a much more conven- 
poking automobile. Ford service 
from coast to coast, of course. The ¢ 
won't astonish you with its acceleration, 
but it’s a dandy little bucket to use 
around town. So is the Metropolitan, 
the result of Anglo-Ameri collabora- 
tion, with American Motors at the bot- 
tom of it. The Metropolitan, 150 inches, 
sells for $1626 and does well in watflic. 
light acceleration tests, since it has a 
56-horsepower engine. 

The NSU Prinz is an honestly made, 
good-looking litde German Wazen 
which had an aluminwn, air-cooled, 
rearmounted engine some time before 
Corvair did. It will do 50 miles to the 
lon if you watch yourself. The Prinz 
costs $1398 and is fitted with monster 
bumpers and o' rs to cope with 
buck-and-bash big-city 5 methods, 
“The Vespa 400 is another miniature with 
a rearmounted aircooled engine. You 
can buy it for $1080 and you'll be sur- 
prised, considering the car's small size, 
the quality of the ride it produces. 
That is about it. Somewhere among 
these forty-odd makes of automobiles, 
small and smaller, is the solution to your 
problem, whether it inyolves economy, 
speed, handling, or simple wansport 
tion of the body. One caveat: don’t buy 
an unfamiliar Q)pe of automobile with- 
out a full demonstration, and by full 
demonstration I mean twenty-five mile: 
minimally, of varied road sur 
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exoct, extro-long sleeve length. En 
ey porfect fit in your hord-tofind 
size at omoringly low cost. Sotis: 
fection Guoronteed, Mell _only. 
Write for FREE Stvle Book TODAY! 


KING-SIZE, inc. 
7810 Brockton, Mass. 


MAKEOUTSVILLE 


(continued from page 62) 
The vain of spring: 
in the carriage that we share, 
my dear one’s whispering. 


Naturally I was delighted if not 


happy. I reserved happiness for a less 
verbal occasion. If we were to continue 
in Japanese style, we'd have found 


Cleo’s “dear one’s whispering” soi 
thing like this: Drive a fellow nuts/ a 
healthy chap buggy,/ goddamnit. 

Later, I vocalized it. re a couple 
syllables short for a Haiku," she said 
“It has a ser number of beats. But J 
appreciate the thought, friend. 

“Thanks.” 

“You're even getting to look run- 
down. Wyncha buy a bar of good soup 
instead of always that gasoline station 
detergent on your face?” 

Dry skin,” 1 said 

Sure, it comes from sexual frustrst- 
tion,” she coocd. “Also dandruff, ulcer 
and international boundary disputes — 
from the same little problem, But you 
cin counteract it with shampoo, a soft 
dict, inspection of launching sites — 

Watch your tongue,” I said. 

“And soft soap.” 

Thus bantering, we fought our way. 
The tension of our interpersonal strife 
crept imo our dispatches to Hike and 
gave the weleoming committees in Day 
ton, Silt Lake City and Missoula some 
thing to think about. We were thought 
to be married, of and 
asked to see our license. Our snapping 
at each other was a better gu nee 
than a license. Since we are both hand- 
some, well set up, and public types, the 
black bitterness in my heart was wrans- 
lated as wit. “Ho ho ho,” said a dozen 
politicians who had gone to prep school 
with Santa Claus, “you young folks, 
ho ho ho. 

“L want you to mect Cleo Durrell, the 
twisted actress," 1 said. 

“Ho ho ho. Maybe the 
the press should take my picture w 
Miss Durrell standing a little closer 

If looks could wear a Clea 
would have been worn in half vertically, 
between the bosom, And if frustration 
can frazzle a man, I must have looked 
like grandpa’s surrey with the fringe all 
around —Tfrazzled. But she counseled 
patience. “I too have feelings,” she r 
marked. “This is an abnormal situation. 
Lucky. That's why I've taken to writing 
poetry. Wait ull the situation normal- 
izes itself,” she said ominously. 

I began to discover the lide thi 


ic 


1 


course, no one 


gentlemen of 
ith 


groove, 


about my lovely Cleo that one lea 
when one lives with a person, and I 
noted them with the touch of malice 


which follows when the person with 
whom one beds down is a lovely li 
creature who tells funny stories, occ 
sionally giggles, flirts, and bounces, but 
threatens to blck one's eye 


doesn’t turn over and xo to sleep. (You 


ain if one 


for that final touch 
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DAVID CARROLL 


MAN-apour-MUSIC 
does it again! 


Another trend-setting album by 
soundmaster David Carroll! Here 
again, as in the original best-selling 
“Let’s Dance’’, he endows the popu- 
lar song with a new vitality and 
stature. 

Listen for the unique harmonics 
and instrumental “dialogues” in 
“Pretty Baby”, “Soft Shoe Song”, 
“Adios”, “Swampfire”, “Play a 
Simple Melody”, many more. 
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might ask why 1 didn’t just kill her, 
strangle her, stuff the body in the comfy. 
roomy and convenient Lisbon baggage 
compartment. Well, [ kind of liked her, 
I was bemused and hopeful: I have 
amazing virtues) The little things I dis- 
covered: She wis a health 
ing her good body as if it were a d 
stofing wheat germ and honey 
vitamins down her gullet every morning. 
She had only one filling in her mouth 
(it gleamed from all the way in the back 
when she laughed). She disliked her 
father and hated her mother. She had 
been a swimming champion in jun 
high school, a ping-pong star in high 
school, and the most beautiful tease in 
her freshman class at college. (Phat one 
mistake was a mistake.) A tease she still 
was, blast her silvery laugh and brood- 
ing, hooded eyes. When you go to bed 
with a lovely young thing who won't 
let you touch her, you tend to learn 
nasty things about yourself, I tried to 
concentrate on Cleo, and worse luck, 
succeeded. 

Our correspondence 
Hike picked up circu! 
pressure zoomed. 

The Lisbon worked out well. Fran- 
chises were established in major cities, 
and the far-out consumers, for whom an 
MG or an AlfaRomeo had begun to 
seem square, began putting in orders. It 
was effective advertising, those pictures 
of Cleo and me. Men liked to imagine 
Cleo coming with the fold-down bed. 
Perhaps women liked to imagine me. 
And we only imagined each other, while 
in reality we thrashed our pillows side 
by side. 

Our tour had begun in difficulty and 
was ending with trouble in Makeouts- 
ville. Cleo was geiting used to thinking 
of me as a big brother with incest 
heart. (Acuaily, all Thad was bile in 
my spleen, spleen in my bile duct, and 
ge in my heart. 1 was in love, Count 
icher Masoch, Love!) 

Rue the day? Rue the day?” Cleo 
asked. “You think that'll go in a H 
about an unhappy relationship? 
Does the giri get strangled in the 
end?" I inquired 

Somehow Cleo got back to New York 
alive, with me at the wheel. Her arrival 
unmurdered indicates the kind of genius 
of which the world has no need what 


was brilliant. 


tion. My blood 


soever these days. Max, my faithful 
agent, his eyes. My new 
career . 1 was first in the 


field of small foreign station wagon pro- 
moting. I was high on the list of cor- 
respondents for Hike. I had made out 
(he thought) with Cleo. 

“r'ye been done in,” 
wearily to him, 

We sat in adjoining telephone booths 
at the Schulte Cigar Store on Times 
Square and talked it over. Max had an 
office, but from his non-rent-paying days, 
he retained his nostalgia for the phone- 


1 confessed 


booth office where he used to loiter 
waiting for prospective clients to return 
call. (He would imitate the soprano 
of a secretary and then put himself on 


the line.) 
“Well, maybe you wouldn't be 
ppy.” he suggested. 


‘So then I could get a Mexican di- 
vorce, cha cha cha. For a couple h 
dred dollars you get the official papers 
plus two pounds of fresh roasted coffee. 

Max came out of his booth and stood 
before mine. He stood and looked at me 
with tears in his eyes. “You're in love,” 
he said. “Here's a dime. Call her.” And 
he strode out without another word, 
with a sense of suspenseful drama weak- 
ened only by pausing at the cigar coun- 
ter to buy a box of mints. He used the 
dime which he had offered me. It broke 
the rhythm of the scene. 

1 had my own dime. I dialed Cleo’s 
number. She lived, natch, in one of 
those all-girl hotels, the Spitalny Resi- 
dence Hall for Professional Women. 
‘Allo-allo,” said her French room- 
mate. 

“Donnezmoi Cleo. 

“Not here, buster.” Click. 

IT dialed again. “I know your voice, 
can't hide,” I said. “This is Luck 

“Oh hello,” she crooned. “I was just 


going to give you a ring. 
“When?” 
“Oh, next month or so.” 


I groaned. “Cleo, I've got to see you. 
“OK, I'm hungry. Ask me to dinner 
“How about lunch?’ 

“Not that hungry, 1 can wait. Dinner. 
ichael’s. Pub.” And the telephone 
dlicked shut on me once more, I turned 


on the fan in the booth and let it cool 
my fevered brow. Loitering outside, 
Max lay in wait. He wanted to know 


how I had done. Fine, just fi 
wanted her number so he could put in 
a good word for m 

“You wear nice ties,” he s: “You're 
the sole support of your orphaned 
bookie. You help Seeing Eye dogs find 
their masters. You pay your half of the 
check when we drink together. Lots of 
good I can say for you.” 

“Go to 

“In due time,” he said. 
lover.” 

In due time, as everyone by this time 
knows, the offer to give us permanent 
‘TV assignments as Americt’s Perfect 
Soulmates came our way. The telev 
types were looking for something hon- 
est to replace quiz shows, something 
acid to replace heart-warming. situation 
comedy, and something not Desi Arnaz 
and Lucille Ball to replace Desilu Pro- 
ductions. Our pictures, our words, our 
awe” had made it. The offer w: 
categorical. Max threw up his hat and 
cheered. His hat came down and he 
stopped cheering. 

Cleo, who wanted to make out her 
own way, quietly examined the con- 
tractual offer and agreed. 


rewell, 


1 sav down and said no. 

“Wal-wahaehat" they asked like 
seventy-six trombencs. 

T explained that Twas not interested 
ad nerves, The strain. A quiet life 1 
ted; just a furnished studio apart 
nt and) my memories. Ma 
ers speak of retirement after their 


ny enter- 


sof wlory. | wanted to retire before 
sazing steadfastly at Cleo, 1 


“He's an artist?” wailed Max in deep 
a distress. “Oh my god, 1, who 
have serviced many antists in my busi- 
ness as nt to artists, now I'm stuck 
with an artist? 

Cleo said competentl 
ered commercial calcu 
di leave me 1 
us alon 

They left us alone in the conference 
room, “Try to seduce mi 1 warned 


e him alone. 


Le 


Enough foolishness, Lucky 
A husband and = wife team!" 1 
snorted. “After what we've — been 
throug! 

“You've bee she said, Muttering her 
idly while I noticed that 
they were blacker than usual. “you've 
advertisement for oysters, 
queen bee jelly, and the 
i an life. 


outdoor 
nan you've: hee 


She unfluttered the fluttering eye 
lashes. “I want to make it up to you 
Lucky. 
Why? The new contrac? You need 


nov 


And then the jaz she gave me? MI 
about how it had seemed too ju. 

and [would think her jazziv 
ad she hated the basic situation 
Ww us togetl 


sy. 


which and she 
couldn't help herself once the pattern 
got started, and she was afraid, seared 
terrified. “J'ai eu le gloive de la defense 
mais je veux le plaisir de la defaite.” 

Wah?" quoth [. 

“French. The gle 
chick needs the ple: 

I didn’t believe it 

“You think F'n hicold 
loning the foreign 
-gid-indifferent,” 1 said. fishing her 
sad. savage word. “Tres.” Twas very 
clipped. 

“How cur I prove otherwise 

I shrugued, in French. 

Her answer was apparendy thought 
out in advance. She called them. in to 
refuse the job. She would have none of 
it, She did not wane to be teamed up 


of defense, But 
ure of defeat, too.” 


she asked. 


ae 


TWO. 


GREAT NEW BOOKS 
FROM PLAYBOY 


THE PERMANENT PLAYBOY 


An anthology of the 49 most provocative articles and fiction, the 
most amusing humor and satire from the first six years of PLAYBOY, 
edited by the magazine's Executive Editor Ray Russell. This collec- 
tor’s item includes such outstanding PtAYsoy writers as NELSON 
ALGREN, CHARLES BEAUMONT, RAY BRADBURY, ERSKINE 
CALDWELL, JOHN COLLIER, ADRIAN CONAN DOYLE, HERBERT 
GOLD, BEN HECHT, JAMES JONES, JOHN KEATS, JACK KEROUAC, 
GERALD KERSH, SHEPHERD MEAD, BUDD SCHULBERG, H. ALLEN 
SMITH, ROBERT PAUL SMITH, JOHN STEINBECK, P, G. WODEHOUSE, 
PHILIP WYLIE. $5 


THE PLAYBOY CARTOON ALBUM 


The most audacious collection of cartoons ever compiled. The 
greatest and funniest cartoons from PLayeoy's first half-dozen 
years personally selected by Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner. 
The album includes the fresh wit and sophisticated humor of such 
grect cartoonists as JACK COLE, JACK DAVIS, JOHN DEMPSEY, 
JULES FEIFFER, PHIL INTERLANDI, GARDNER REA, ARNOLD ROTH, 
SHEL SILVERSTEIN, CLAUDE SMITH, TON SMITS, ERICH SOKOL, 
AL STINE, R. TAYLOR, GAHAN WILSON and many, many more, 
650 cartoons in all, more than 60 in full color. $5 


SPECIAL FOR PLAYBOY READERS 


At no advance in price, PLaYBor readers who order the books 
will receive de luxe editions black box, embossed with a gold 
PtAysoY rabbit. These special editions will not be sold in book- 
stores ond are only available from the Playboy Book Department. 
Order both books now. 


Send check or money order t 
PLAYBOY BOOKS DEPT. 260 
232 E. OHIO STREET * CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 
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with me. She was done. “Max,” she said, 
“shove it.” She quit, resigned, aban- 
doned the whole field of mutual en- 
deavor between us. The two of us were 
‘once more alone. 

All right, now you've done it, I 
thought, fiddling with a plastic un- 
breakable ashtray. I dropped it. It broke 
into a million pieces. The guaranteed 
impossible happened. “Now you've done 
it, Cleo.” 

“Now I'm doing i 

She seduced me then and there on the 
six inches of pile carpet in Max’s other 
ofice — not the cigar store this time. She 
told me that it was only for good luck 
for Lucky, that she wanted nothing 
more from me, least of all a contract. 
She h t with me. 

However, I now find myself with a 
license to p ndry. 
I support her without a personal con- 
ct, but willingly, and we pass none 
of our time in station wagons. We pass 
lots of it in TV studios. For our vaca- 
tion we plan to take a litle trip in our 
Lisbon wagon, but we'll stop in motels. 
Memories. Ah, memories, they come 

ack to haunt a fellow. But a happy 
horizontal Cleo is the answer to those 
sad vertical memories. 


| no conu 


husb: 


“Let’s examine her again. 


Her Blue Cross will cover it. 


MOTHER'S DAY 


(continued from page #4) 
the prize was beneath a St. Thomas, 
but in the end I agreed to go by the 
Blue Star with her, and beat the living 
bejesus out of the pusillanimous Conk- 
lin, Pacified and happy at the thought 
of impending batde, she hung up. 
When you reach the point of revela- 
tion, when the victim must lear that 
he has been led around the mulberry 
bush, a sadness sets in. It’s best to let 
him find out in some indirect way, but 
this was my masterpiece and [ had to 
be present when Mami went to the Blue 
Star and confronted the baflied manage- 
ment, when the truth finally dawned on 
her, and with a shout of fury she would 
begin to cuff me on the side of the head, 
and we'd finally collapse against each 
other, laughing until we cried. 
nd in the middle of this sadness, a 
time when it is fatal to be interrupted, 
Zoe called, and I played the Tom Fool 
to the end. 
“Tomtom,” she said, “1 want you to 
come home." She had not called me 
Tomtom in many years, but I didn't 
read the clue. I remembered there 
was no Zoe sound in her voice, which is 
to say there was no ice, no fire, no con- 
tempt, no hatred, but only pity, futile 


pity. 

I growled deep my throat. “Zoe, 
Zoe, you lovely bitch,” I said, “I have 
been too long denied my conjugal rights, 
and I seethe with unslakable lust. Let's 
get a hotel room tonight, and I swear 
Tll make you beg for mercy before the 
sun comes up.” 

Time was she cut me down with 
words well chosen for their cutting edge, 
or hung up in ladylike silence. But this 
time she was silent and there was some- 
thing obscene, menacing, in her silence. 
And then Libby, dear Libby, was on the 
phone. In the hereafter, as a reward 
for her good works, Libby will stand at 
heaven's gate and direct the hellbound 
to the 1 L 

“Liule Brother, come home,” she 
said. “Sweet Mother is dying, and may 
God forgive you, little Brother 

I placed the receiver down on the 
desk. I wrote my name down on a memo 
pad and studied it. 1 thought that 
Thomas Jefferson St. Thomas was a 
strange name. I carefully erased it. and 
then. why did I write it again, ver 
fully, in large, bold capital letters? 1 
stared at it in cold satisfaction until 1 
became aware of my breathing, deep 
and regular. I got up and went home. 
‘There seemed to be no hurry. 

We all lived with Mama then. Our 
house torn down now, and the site 
has been tiken over by a shopping 
center. T was born in that house, and 1 
had a lot of fun in it. But if you really 
want to hear some fine sad music about 
it, you must hear Libby and Charles 
Jament the dear old rene-free days. 

Zoe was waiting for me. L wasted no 
time. 

No sermon, no speech, no editoi 
I said. “And especially no sound like a 
wife. Just tell the tale.” 

She told me. She was very nice about 
it. 

After my first call, as 1 had figured, 
Mama had run all over the neighbor- 
hood, telling everybody in shouting dis- 
tance of her bonanza. Then she had 
spent the rest of the morning, rocking 
back and forth, and yelling over the 
telephone. And she had danced a wild 
jig with the kids all over the house. 
hen you called again,” Zoe s 
nd after she hung up, she w 
T came in to see about her, She was 
slumped in her rocking chair. She was 
very gray and drawn in the face, 1 think 
was her first attack. I wied 10 make 
her lie down and let me call the doctor, 
but after a while, she got up and went 
upstairs and in no time I heard her 
rushing back and forth, getting dressed, 
and shouting to herself, the way she 
does. Once I heard her say, “Hit him 
again, Tom boy’ and all sorts of things 
T couldn't make out, all at the very top 


NS 


so quiet 


FASHIONABLE GHOIGE 


Luxurious long-staple combed cotton 
combines with the latest style to give 
you the only shirt chosen to feature the 
PLAYBOY rabbit. 


Both PLAYBOY and PLAYMATE 
SHIRTS available in white, black, red, 
light blue, maize, gold, olive and tanpe, 
in small, medium and large sizes. (The 
PLAYBOY Shirt is also available in 
extra large.) $5 ppd. 

Send check or money order to: 
PLAYBOY SHIRTS Dept. 160 
232 E, Ohio St. 

Chicago 11, Mlinois 


PLAYBOY PLAYING CARDS 


Two top quality plastic coat- 
ed decks —red, black—with 


the PLAYBOY rabbitin white, 
Packed in attractive black 
and gold box. 


$2.50 the set, tax included. 


Send check or money order to: 


PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Dept. 128 
232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Illinois 


of her lungs.” 

Zoe heard her come to the head of 
the stairs, and heard her fall, and came 
rushing out of the kitchen in time to see 
her roll to the foot of the stairs. It was 
not cnough that her heart should burst; 
the fall had broken her neck 

“Oh, she was impossible.” Zoe said 
“She lay there and told me to call Dr. 
Parker. He got here with an ambulance 
and she just stood him down. She said 
she was d 
at home, and she made them move b 
into the spare room downst 

Zoe put her hand on my arm. “Lt was 
an accident,” she said, “and your mother 
has lived # long life. You must ¥ 
ber that 


sd 


ing and that she v 


“No,” I said. “I killed he 
same as if T aimed a gun and pulled the 
tigger and shot her in the head. Not 


head, heart.” 

I walked down the hall and wenc in 
the room, with Zoe behind me. Libby 
and John Paul were there, 1 had to 
move stround them to get t the bed, but 
I didn’t sce them. T don’t even remem 
ber if old Parker way there. 

Now Mama was a big won 
life and in her old age st 
enormous. I think she v 
as Ido. But she was fast and 
graceful on her feet and it wa 
to see her coming down the street to- 
ward you, like a ship in full sail. She 
lay on the bed, huge as a mountain, and 
when I looked down at her, she grinned 
up at me, a real fieree eyesquinchi 
grin. 

“Tom boy,” she said, “I'm a beached 
whal 


un all her 
» got to be 
shed as much 


port model,” I said, “how do you 
feel?” 

‘Don't tlk nonsense, boy,” she said 
mon my list run. 

“I thought you were going to live 
forever,” I said. 

“You know, I thought I was, too,” 
“But I've had a good run of 
it” And Libby an 
hind me, and } 
VI have no snivelin; my 
. IF you can't hush, girl, then 
Ieaye the room." And Libby hushed. 

There was something I wanted to 
know. “Are you seared?” I asked. 

“T won't lic, 1. “I'm scared to 
death.” And she at her own 
joke, but it scemed to hurt, and she 
stopped. “I've lived for long and long 
she said. 
my pleasu 


she sai 


ve seen some 


so Tecan lea 

We were silent the 
sound was her breath 
very Joud. Then she said, “Don't you 
let that Conklin jackass get away with 
that stunt of his, you hear me? 

I could have gone along, I guess. 1 
could have said something to reassure 


© only 
1h was 


IT's HIS 
CASUAL 
CONTINENTAL 
STYLE 
AND HIS 


HARRIS 


CONTINENTAL 


| CASUALS 


Self-adjusting elastic side tabs 
for perfect fit...and comfort 
too. In handsome fabri 

the nicest stores. $3.95 to $6.95. 
Union Manufacturing Com- 
pany. 110 West 11th Street, 
Los Angeles 15. California 
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PLAYBOY PROUDLY PRESENTS 


OF 


THE 


GREATEST 


PACKAGE 


JAZZ 
EVER 


ASSEMBLED! 


Never before in the history of jazz have so many stars been brought to- 
gether ina single package. THE PLAYBOY JAZZ ALL-STARS, VOLUME 
THREE, includes all the winners in the third annual Playboy Jazz Poll— 
PLUS all the All-Stars’ All-Stars chosen by the musicians themselves. 
Thereare32separate featured performances on three 12” LP records—incluc- 
ing highlights from the nationally acclaimed PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL. 


ALBUM A 
Mort Sahl — Count Basie 
Coleman Hawkins—Shelly 
Manne—Stan Getz—Four 
Freshmen—Erroll Garner 
Jack Teagarden—J, J. 
Johnson—Chet Baker 
Bob Brookmeyer 


ALBUM B 
Ella Fitzgerald—Stan Ken. 
ton—Benny Goodman 
Ray Brown—Hi-Lo's 
Jimmy Giulfre—Louis 
Armstrong—Barney 
Kessel—Dave Brubeck 
Miles Davis 


ALBUM C 
Oscer Peterson—Dizzy 
Gillespie ~ Kai Winding 
Earl Bostic—Gerry Mulli- 
gen—Lionel Hampton 
Paul Desmond—Milt Jack- 
son—Frank Sinatra—Sonny 
Roilins—Cy Coleman 


More than two hours of solid jazz enjoyment by the greatest jazz talent 


today. Ella Fitzgerald's festival performance is worth the price of the entire 
volume by itselt—Down Beat called it ‘“the most electrifying of her career’ 
—"think of the best you have heard from her and double it." This is an 
absolute must for every real jazz collector. 


All three records, in high fidelity, beautifully boxed with a 32-page booklet 
containing biographies, up-to-date discographies and full-color photo- 


graphs of the artists. 


Stereophonic (3 LPs) $16.50. Monophonic (3 LPs) $13.50. 


Send check or money orderto: Dept. 560 


PLAYBOY JAZZ 22x. otic Street, Chicago 11, Illinois 


her that Conklin would cough up thit 
prize. It never crossed my mind. 

“Little Moonbeam,” 1 stid, “there 
was no prize at the Blue Star. You've 
been led up the pole.” 

She didn’t believe me at first, becruse 
that’s part of the game, but finally she 
did. “You always were a fool,” she said, 
“but if Td lived, I'd have paid you 
back.” 

What Libby and John Paul can’t 
bear to remember is that she Taughed 
then, 1 mean she roared the room down. 
Not for long, because it hurt, and it 
would be wrong to say she laughed her 
self to death, becuse actually she 
stopped and lived on for a few more 
minutes, but she law 
could, and when she could laugh no 
more, she died 

Zoe led John Paul 
the room. I stayed on until the funeral 
parlor people came and wok over, and 
then 1 went into the living room. All 
three of them were in there, and hud- 
dled wats the word for them, I stood and 
looked at them, and they never looked 
up. My brother. My sister. My wife. And 
not one of them would speak to me or 
look me in the eye. 1 moved on out of 
the room, and at the door, I spoke to 
them. 


hed as long as she 


1 Libby out of 


has paid her debt,” 1 
we mine to pay.” 

We sold the house about six weeks 
alter the funeral, and we got a lot of 
money for it. Zoe and I live in a new 
exurban development, and we get aloug 
as best we can. Life, | think, is simply 3 
matter of inhaling and exhaling, and 
putting down one loot alter. another, 
and if Zoe is not what I took her for, 
then neither am 1. Neither, | say, am 1. 

John Paul and Libby and 1 meet in 
town, once a month, and have dinner 
toether. At first, we visited each other 
and then I had this happy thoughe of 
the three of us dining together which 
has cut down on the vibrations as you 
can well imagine. AIL this is just as 
creepy as it sounds, and it will go on 
forever, but with my fist around a 
whiskey glass, J can stand it. 

I come to the end. 1 wust you unde- 
stand that Edo not disagree in any par 
ticular with my dear brother and sister 
and wife, As far as they go with it, they 
are quite right, Mama was the victim ol 
my joke. But then, sometimes | live that 
day over, and I wonder whose joke was 
I the victim of? 

I way not, you might say, so bloody 
ky ay Old Memsahib. But frou che 
yy I answered the telephone Iast 
night, apparently 1 have learned to live 
with it. It gives me wildly w hope that 


it 


y 


certain people are due for a litle wn- 


toward excitement [rom time to time, 


ALOHA! 


from HAWAII comes this beau~ 
tiful new shirt — the MAKAHA. 


An original Hawaiian design, 
woven of Aberfoyle's 2-ply 
cotton and Cupioni with a com- 
bination of hand silk-screen 
and embroidery on the pocket, 
Washable + Drip-Dry + Crease 
Resistant » Permanent Silk- 
Like Lustre. 


Capri Blue + Reno Gray - White 
w/Brown * White w/Navy + 
Beige SmML XL 


Please specify. $7.98 
(adé 60¢ for alr parcel post) 
Send check or money order to 
M. McINERNY, LTD. 


P.O. 80x 3317 Honolulu, Hawall 
Our 108th Year” 


neerlet mov 


is 
sade of eater 


COACH HOUSE 
874 NO. WABASH 
CHICAGO 


Authentic Bava 
Phone DU 4-5512 * Across from the Stordust. 


“FLITE | FISH” FAST FANTASTIC 
SAILBOAT "99%. 


SAFE — portapie "°° "= 

‘COMPLETE & READY TO Sal 
Nota ki, pot fy <a fall 1 eat ely 
{oles eth onaet, male, most recerane Bt 
thoes “Learsing to Sail” manal included 
Fre rarsular or order direct 


JUNG'S DISTRIBUTORS 720 orth sch $1. Shwe, Wis, 


SUDDENLY, THIS SUMMER 


(continued from page 75) 
associated mainly with the genuiem 
autumn-winter wardrobe. 

The oftheard wheeze went like so: 
dark clothes were just 100 hol for sum- 
r. and that used to be pretty close 
to the uuth. But with the development 
of lightweight blends and synthetics, 
even the blackest fabrics can be worn in 
isp comfort during the doggiest days 
of the summer. And their combination of 
coolness and formal elegance n 
them ideal for the important business 
lunch, a cocktail date or Sunday brunch. 

The news about this new and darker 
breed of suits is not only that they are 
lightweight, crease resistant and cool. 
with predominant shades in brown, 
black, olive and gray, but also that they 
alford a wide choice of muted and nar 
row plaids, district checks. hound’s-tooth 
checks, stripings and overplaids. The 
smaller and neater the pattern, the more 
suitable the suit will be for city streets. 
The big bold pattem look should be 
saved for your country weekends. 

As patterned suits move on the scene, 
there's a tendency to think of solids in 
sas the only safe complement 
But the sophisticated shopper will more 
: iped cotton ba 
, oxford, dotted white mad: h 
stripe Dacron and cotton, or cotton 
broadeloth in tiny checks. White and 
blue are ever-popular selections, but the 


new stone . 
putty, lime and citron will blend bi 
Uifully with either comtrasting ground 
colors or coordinating secondary colors. 
Collar sivles should be chosen to ac 
cord with the cut of the suit. The but- 
tondown shirt is a natural for natural- 
shoulder Ivy clothes, but it’s an awk- 
ward adjunct to a Continental ward- 
robe. The round collar and the ttb work 


effectively with any suit, while the small- 
and mediumspread collars are excellent 
where the clegant look is sought. 

The short-sleeve shirt for more casual 
urban daytime wi in established 
favorite and can double as a comforta- 
bly sporty shirt when the tie is removed 

‘An interesting innovation is a combi- 
nd sleeve of 
cotton mesh snd nel and col- 
lar of cotton broadcloth. It looks 1uxu- 
rious under a jacket, but is marvelously 
cool against the body. 

Best news in the shoe deparument is 
that the clissic models in diamond win 
Lips, oxfords and loafers are all avails 
in lightweight leathers. But the se: 
calf plain-toe slip-on will still be much 
in evidence on summer pavements, often 
with small buckle or center straps for 
ornamentation. 

13 | 


is 


«. because “Tabs” are trimmer at the 
waist! Belts, buckles and loops are gone, 
only the neat overflap remains, “Tabs” drape 
evenly, the way every slack should. Side- 
fabs adjust not only to your waist, but to 
your hips. For new comfort, new freedom, 
and a new feeling of fitness...call for 
Ratner's ''Tabs." Featured in cool, light- 
weight shape retaining fabrics. Pleated 
or pleatless. From $10.95. At fine stores 
everywhere. Ratner 
California Clothes, San 
Diego 12, California. 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Janet Pilgrim for the 
answers to your shopping 
questions. She will provide you 
‘with the name of a retail store 
-_ in or near your city where you 
can buy any of the specialized 
items advertised or editorially 
featured in PLAYBoy. For 
example, where-to-buy 
informatian is available for the 
merchandise of the advertisers 
in this issue listed below. 


weaker Syste 


Acoustic Research 
ina Sportswear 
lipper Craft Clothes 
flere Mall tueket.-- 
Gricketece Suits, ...- 
Deanasxate § 


Jayson Sportshirts."""- 
1500". 
Northeool Vyeott 
Paris Belts... 
Phono Trix Tape ii 
Reeves Sourileraft Tapes. 
Reis Underwear... 
Renault. 


Winthroy 
YMM 
Jon York Clothes: 


this line for information about other 


Miss Pilgrim will be happy to 

___ answer any of your other 
questions on fashion, travel, food 
and drink, bi-fi, etc. If your 
question involves items you saw 
in PLAYBOY, please specify 

page number and issuc of the 
magazine as well as a brief 
description of the items 

when vou write. 


PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ml. 


SE 
PLAYBOY 
EVERY 
MONTH 


(013 yrs, for S44 
(1 yr. for $6 
(J payment enclosed 


Ci billlater 


TO: 
namie 

address 

city zone 


Mail to PLAYBOY 
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ilinoi: 


state 


PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


BY PATRICK CHASE 


ALL WILL BE CooL at this summer's Ne 
port Jazz al, with a swinging. co- 
terie of musicians — big bands, combos 
and singers—set to wail in afternoon 
and evening concerts during the June 
30-July 4 weekend at Newport, R.. The 
diest blowing will take place on the 
body Park stage, but there'll un- 
doubtedly be spirited after-hours sessions 
at the Hotel Viking (Festival headquar- 
ters) and various local mansions, Write 
speedily for ducats. 

If your taste in music leans toward 
the classical, July’s your month, to. 

sstivals throughout Europe are more 
inviting than ever. Devotees of Wagner 
should make it to Bayreuth, Germany 
(beginning on July 23). Mozart butts 
won't want to miss the annual to-do in 
Salzburg, Austria (from July 26 through 
August). The Casals Festival in Prades, 
France (July 18August 3) note- 
worthy stopover, too. The latter ete is 
often staged in a historical setting, like 
the old Roman theatre at Carcassonne 
in the Pyrenees. From there, you can 
tack on 3 from-itall week at 
the lovely little “lost” coastal village of 
Collioure at the foot of the mountains 
(you can get there by bus from Perpi- 
gnan). Three idyllic beaches, cafés down 
by the plage, a nearby Crusader castle 
for romance in the moonlit ruins and 
o-talk-to local fisherfolk are among 
tractions. It's a Séaday (with 
ils) bargain at the Hotellerie de ta 
Frégate. 

When the summer sun starts to sizzle 
in North Americt, everything’s air- 


es 


is a 


the 


conditioned as well 
breezes aboard the fh ious liner Ber- 
gensfjord. In July, you can sail from 
New York on a forty-two-day circuit of 
the North Gape and the Baltic, with 
calls in Ireland and Scotland, past the 
Hebrides and Shetland Islands to Ham- 
merfest, the world’s northernmost town. 
On the way south, vou make your way 
through the Lofoten Islands and the 
Norwegian fjords to calls in Finland, 
Sweden, Denmark, Germany, Holland 
and Belgium. There's plenty of time on 
shore. You 1 nt to linger on land 


w 


fted by sea 


along the way; a glowing spot is the 
Baltic island of Gott: ¢ a bastion 
of the Hanseatic om the 


Snackgardsbaden here (one of Sweden's 
best resort hotels), you can stroll Visby’s 
inimitable alleys to the ” 
tury Dominican monastery of St} 
olas, where an operatic mirade play is 
a mid-July attraction. Then drive along 
lush northern meadows — edged by wild 
blackberry tangles —to a 
Bronze Age ritual Iabyrinth: rune stones 
of the Viking era, seven hundred year 
old churches and manor houses, 
like. The mid-July pony show at Lojsta 
ild russ ponies, whi 
survive only here. And if the quiet charm 
of the place gets you, chances are you 
can latch onto an old farm for as little 
as $1000 — if you promise never to mad. 
emize the exterior. 

For further information on any of the 
above, write to Playboy Reader Service, 
232 E. Ohio Steet, Chicago 11, Ulinois. 


roses and. 


and the 


features the semi. 


NEXT MONTH: 


PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR —IN ADDITION TO MISS JUNE, PLAYBOY WILL 
ANNOUNCE AND PICTORIALLY FEATURE THE MOST POPULAR PLAYMATE 


OF THE PAST ANNUM 


AL MORGAN—HIS THOROUGH-GOING PROBE OF HOLLYWOOD'S SECOND 


BIGGEST INDUSTRY: DEATH 


FRANK SINATRA AND HIS CLAN HOLD A SUMMIT MEETING AT VEGAS. 


“THE RUNAWAYS"—A COMPELLING LEAD STORY BY NEW FICTION 


DISCOVERY LELAND WEBB 


“WORDS AND MUSIC BY COLE PORTER” —THE ROMANTIC WORLD 
OF A SUAVE AND SUBTLE SONGSMITH 


LE MONOLOGUE DE LAUTOMOBILE or, how I made my driving fun again. 


One of the copy-cat cars? or the one and only Renault Dauphine? That WAS the question. 


[EM L AT dL and now it 


pay cl 
* OR KR OR OR KR HK OR OK 


and aeaie “a UP TO 40 Nite ( ae 
WELL, THEY ALL sven. HOWS ABO rSERV\V ICE? uy 


and Ireplied: < 


F * * and styling: 
out-next, doo-dads. Just ies ‘straight Orv al exquisite beauty & 


manship. (RENAULT, PIONEER IN AUTOM i SERING SINCE 1896!) 
Among other things to note: D O ORS ¢ :C E 


* Also, not the biggest iia really a goc 


SO THATS HOW. Voule: yous more Go see YOUr 


